
THE HARP,

I cannot tell or gness the rcason why, I
could wish this mlarriago were off."

IHow fuill of contradictions is the
animal man ! " exclaimed O'More,

lHere's this fellow, with a handsomie
patriiony, about to iarry a beantiful
womuan with tifteen thoxusand pouxnds;
axnd vet he is not happy-he is discoi-
texted. And here axm 1, the descend-
anit of kings and princes, or whatever
the (ctie they were, deprived of the
last acre of my patrimonial estates, and
yet as jolly as a lark. defyixg dull care
to break down xmy spirits, and defying
all the pow-ers of dar-kness and solitude
to crush me, I warant, now, this lucky
dog would actually change places with
Ine."

"l Tlat woufld 1, Charley," e.xclai xmed
the other with siiden vehemuence.

That would L, with all xmy leart."
"I thought as nmch. Oh! treason

to bight eyes !Oh I troason to as
snooth and soft a cheek as lucky mortal
ever leant his own against, Oh ! trea-
son to lips so sweet, I doubt not, that.
the becs mightravish honey froxm then.
Shame on you, Edward McManus."

"Sir Charles OMore," replied his
friend, with a moxnentary touch of
mock gravity, Iis wolcome te chaif his
eld school-fellow, and to enjoy all his
privileges of youth and heart-freedoni.
]But, seriously, Charley," ho added,
with a more troubled look, " I want to
consult you on this natter. With all
pretended levity, you are the wisest,
most sensible, most cautions, most self-
contained fellow I know, where the in-
terests of a friend is conecened."

Yes, having nowu ne interests of mîy
own to look after," put in Sir Charles
with that merry laugh which showed
his beautiful teeth. "My father and

randfath er sweated away our ancestral
estates, which it took, Hleaven knows
how many Protestant friends to pre-
serve, including youx own grandfather,
Ned. And now the only thing I can
offer to the son ofour friend is-adice."

"And, confound it, old boy," replied
McManus, "that is ail I want. A fellov
can raise a thousand or two any
moment from old Solomons or Lazarus,
in -Marlborough Street, or from oui
clever friend (a thoroughly honest man
in his line) who hangs out not far frôm.
the statue of King William) on the

Qir-co-I wond er whcon thero vas any-
thixg gcexn there T he10y talk of the
cannie Scots, Clhaxley ; but if you want
the model ofa thorough-paced scoindrol,
or au out-anid-out honlest, faituiXîl inan,
eommenîd m1ne to a eNorth of 1.relahxd iman.
Wlhiatever ie goes in foxr lie goos in for
vehemlx en xy lanxd lot xme once secuxre
his friendshilp, it lasts for l. I amn
Southernî bred myself-all Ireland is, as
it werc, at my'dxger's ends-but I love
those menx ofth iNorth-torough celts,
with a toxuchx of' the Scaudinavian n
thexm, aind whîeIevecr I iicet thex, I
I love to clasp thxeir hand. Tley are
rough diaxnonds, 1 grant, but rough and
readyI. And I would vager mny life up-
on their Spirit and munxhood at any
tiiie."

Sir Charles O'More raised bis glass
between hixm and the wax-lights which
were bunxing on the table. I had
better explain that both the wax-caxndles
-Frenchmoen call thieni bouigies-and
the wines were brought fromi Diblin by
the thoxugh tfulxness Cof .Mr. Patrick
Casey; the montain xuntton Nas born
on the spot, and mnountain mutton is the
only thing of the kind worth cating till
your hauxnch of venison is " higîx," or

sniells." The whisky, too, -vas native;
but our two yotxng friends did not touch
or taste niuch of it.

'Why, Ned," said the baronet, "I
did not think you were hard up. You
nust have been borrowing maoney not

far from the Bank of lIreland, or yon
would not talk so enthuisiastically of the
Northern imen."

"Not a sous, Charley. I am1 in botter
condition to lend than to borrow. But,
coming back te what we were fixrst talk-
ing about, that is no love-lotter'."

Hle lung the open letter across the
table as he spolke. lis friend took it
up. It contained little more than a
dozen linos; and these wero devoted to
a commission for the purchase of certain
yards of Linierick hice, and a dress of
tabiniet, for the manufacture of which,
the fairvriter. said, Dublin whs flmons.

" Well,' said O'More, as ho handed
the letter back, it is certainly more
realistie than remantic."

"Aind there's xny love mtch aid
McMaxnuds ith a sigh I It Nas ar-
raged by our fathers before ie eould
think for ourselves; and 1 solemnly
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