THE HARP. 105

steward;
some ol my mind.”

“Well, sir?”

“Your ways are not my ways, wud |
am not going to end my life in the
workhouse.”

“ Novam f—at feast [ hope g0, an-
swerald the young man, with ~upplc~setl
passion.

“1 have none of  youwr——nonsense
of specch-making and stivving up the
people against their letters, and the
humbug of «Catholie rent,” and associa-
tions, and all thut hulnhlw v

“ Well, sir, you need'nt.

“Noednt ! Why, sir, whose money
do yau pay out ? Whose horses do you
ride ? Whase food do you eat? Whose
house do you make yowr own—1 say,
confound you, you coxcomb !’

“You are, you are going {ar, sir—a
fittle too fi 11-’ ' Atton Barron said in a
tremulous voice. # 1 thought 1wasliv-

ing ina father’s house, and .
¥ No———you! You thenght you
were diving in w fool's house; but 1 enn

tell you h\'-——-—~l am not 'fmn" to die
in the workhouse !

1 was going to say, siv, 1 thought |
was living in a father's lmrM '\ml. as |
am of age, conld elaim the e\pen(lmnc
of every young man of my class; Yind
1 have not had half the allowance (h.\(
men of your means allow (heirsons.”

“ Have you nat food 27

“Welly sire——"

“AY ho feeds you? Who clothes you?
Who mounis you on & horse worth one
hundred  and fifty  guineas, every
penny ?”

i am ) .

“Youare! Do you want ‘o know
whitt you are! You are a————1Iow,
maun, erawling spmwc‘ By———you
are, .\mi you h we'nt the spirit of a cur
dmr or you would try and do something
for ymn\elf, and 1ol send me into the
workhouse, and muke your infang sister
@ pauper!”

“ I know the whole history of this”
said the young man; “and Ishall know
how to meut it.”

“Well, before yon meet. it, as you say,
T wish to inform ‘you that the black
horse has boen sold 1”

“Sold't My horse sold V"

“ Your -horse! You -bheggar! You
never had a horse!

il

and T wish to let you know

and T am nol going

to pamper a blackguard who goes to
O’Connell’s” meetings and owes {ifty
pound ):}lls in the bank—I am not by

Young IYAlton Barron heard no more.
1Te rushed at Cunneen, who wasa young
wan then, and took upa ehair to defend
himself.  1le placed the chair between
the aasailant and himsgelf and ran back-
wirds towards the door of the oflice.
But there his presence of mind scemed:
to fuil him,and he went head over heels
down the stairs, the chair tumbling over
him, until both arrived at the bottom,
when Mr Fimothy Canneen cried out
Istily @ Murder! murder! Go for the
police!”

Conneen’s punishment did not end
here. D' Alton Barron rushed quick as
lightning to the hall rack, and seizing

Hhis cutting whip, he dmmrcd Canneen

ontxide ﬂn/ adl door, md cut and ent
awny untilfrom head 10 foor Cunneen
wits marked by the hicroglyphics of an
HNErY revenge,

A last DA Tton Burron xloppcd fromy
exhaustion,

Old Alton came to the hall door.
He wis livid—awful to see, and his
cyes
) “ Hud all the sceming

Orademon that is dreaming "

At length theblood rushed to his face,
and he recovered himself sufticiently: tor
spaik.

“ Leave my house, you elernally dis-
graced hound ! Leave my  house, and
never fet me see your fage agnin!  Go
,uu!———” .

“ Do not fear, sir. 1 have no inten-
tion to intrude on one who has ceased
to have a ¢laim on my affection, and—
that 2 son should say it!—no claim:
even on respect. You have—-"

< 11old your tongue, you double-dyed
villain aad robber, and —"

¢l go, sir. We meet not again!’

Bt stop!” cried Gifl wd D Alton,,
“stop!” and he knelt down solomnly
under the trees. “ Stop,” he continued;.
“Hake with you my curse; my curse fol:
low you rising and ]yingr; my curse fol-
low you s\cepm(r and

Tong before the imprecation had end-

l the son of Giffard D'Alton had de-

pax ted, with a heart too filled with rage

to be hc:lvy orsad.
He went into the glen, and 'sat down.




