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THE HARP.

shocked at the rudeness with whicl his hint]
was taken, @ But if—you don't like Canary, do|
you?”

# Canary ?
running to the bell,
bottle of Canary”

|
Which having been supplicd, and quatted with ‘

i
|

said the other,
let’s have

Ol yes, very much’
# Langton,

due relish by Mr, Sackwell (who liked it so well |
that, on behadf of Mrs, Sackwell, he aceepted a

There was just a shade of uneasiness on Mr.
Sackwell's benming countenanee, for he was not

i sure that the &« very important matter ™ might
i not have reference to a certain mortgage, whose
n! pericd of redemption was just expiring.

“They say yvou're going to vote sgainst the
Union,” said Mr. Avislade, just ns abruptly.

“Well) yes,—oh1 ves, certainly—that, is un=
less?—snid Mr, Sackwell with a very peculine

case of it for Monard), the conversation turned | smile #¢unless I see very good reason to change

on other tupics.

By the bye, Mr——>Mr~—" commenced |
the M. I, fidgetting in sceming confusion for a
name he had good reason toremember,

%A rtsl:ui(—,‘ sir, Artslade,” suggested the owner:
of that name, with ill coneealed disgust, i

Oh! iy dear Sir—of course it's Artslade,”
aried Mr, Sackwell with one of his sweetest
smiles, ¢1 forget names sometimes in a mest as-!
tonishing way, ~ Dut [ was just going to say 1
met my Charlie, and your dear litde daughter
down near the wood as 1 was coming,  They |
were picking primroses, I think, or something |
of that sort.  She's alovely child, Me! Avtslade,
he said, with the air ofa man ready to defend his
assertion with his 1ife, {

& Thank vou, sir, She is a nice child ¥ said Mr. |
Artstade, with 4 modest smile; adding mentally |
T soc this fellow through and through now-—|
he thinks my heiress would not be a bad cateh
for a young pauper. Still, hes Sackwell of

~ Monard.”

@ Pity you don’t let her-go more into socicty,
Mr. Artslade,” persued the M, I, with winning
innocence, } S

Well he knew how +deep a-wound his words
cﬁusud, but théy served his purpose, and they
. were mmwl\tl\"wmtgou‘—t\\o qualities \lmt‘
almost made, up perfection in his eyes ‘

Mr. Artslade cursed ~decply wlt]un himself
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tut made no veply, i‘

“If she would come over occasionally to
Monard, Mrs, Sackwell and the girls would be!
delighted to sce her)” Mr. Sackwell said, over-
flowing with frxacwm bows and motions.

H l’m_.t.u'ru, you're very kind,” said M.
Artslade meckly,all the while chaﬁn«' under
the helplessness imposed on him by tho»c cruel !
kindnesses,

But ‘he could‘bénf it' no ]onger.' He felt he
- had the means of turning the tables and making
himself the, benefactor instead . of the insulted
" beggar.” Tle wasnot long or delicate in anmg
1b 'to account, e
‘ i \(r Sackwell” he broke in suddenly, « T wish
to spcul\ to you ona very nnporhnt matter.”

i,

do the rest,

fover the writing, exp

Fanything,

saw that all this mummery had its meaning,

my opinion.”

Mr, Artstade saw his object was won, and, ay
he was ne preat muster of diplomacy, he left
the despatel itself from the Under-Secretary to
He produeed the letter and handed
it to Mr. Sackwell.

# Read that, sir,” said he, already feeling some-
what of the contidence of power.

Having placed his gold-rimmed spectacles
with enough nicety and deliberation to impress

ton Mr. Artslade that, if the. despateh was his

death-warrant, it wonld not disturh £ serenity,
the member for Pipperary, glanced leisurely
sing his cmotion only by
single « Hem U which «did not commit him to
He refolded it just as leisarely, and
veturned it to itz owner, whose vulgar glee was
a good deal sobered Ly Mr, Sackwell’s coolness,

# Ve—ry singular!® mused the latter, haif in
soliloquy. | The Union hns become a necessity
to the government, as, indeed, to all good citi-
2008, that 1 regard as the pith and marrow of
the whole thing."

Mr, Artslade thought about % precious ¢ mls and
menns;?but, of course, Mr, Sackwell was not
sordid cnouvrh to notice that part of th(. com-
mimication, :

The Séeretary did not ‘write that thhout'
grave cause” continued Mr, Sackwell, anbdmnw
his smile to a befitting seriousness.

# Decidedly not, siv,” said Mr, Avtslade,

¥The country.must be in.danger,  Perhaps
another Popish rebellion brewing ?7

# Nothing more tikely " said Mr, Artslade.

“1 tell you what, my dear sir, T hope I'n as
great a lover of the old land and all that sort of
thing as any man*—>Mr, Sackwell drewout his
handkerchi¢f, hut, remembering there was no
occasion for tears, only blew his nose sentiment-
ally— but Isay,and havealwnys said"—which
was a lie— “authority must be supported at all
hazards, - Cripple nuthority and what security
have.we, the oldest or the highest of us ¥t

“Very true? assented Mr. Artslade, whey thow h
he:was behind ihe: scenes in the p'mtmmnc,* -




