
THE HARP. 443

"Whlat d'yo moan? If honest Pat would
cornu over and serve me as he serves
you, I should'nt consider him cither
hard or cruel."

"Neonsesel " exclaimnec Sir Charles,
'I amt not talking of cruelty on his
part, but on my own. Ned, I an a
beggar."

A beggarI Comle now, Charley,
wvhat noew jest is this ?"

No jost, dear old fellow, but solenn
sober truth. That is to say, not a beg-
gar quite; for no ian can call himself
a beggar who bas youth and health and
strength, aud a stout hcart and a fixed
purpose-together with a couple thou-
sand pounds in his pocket. But you
rcinember that formidable packet in
blue-tinted paper, w'ith the great red
wax seal on it, wlîich, I rcecived last
evening. Wcll, that was the usuial
forn of notification fron the Eneui-
bered Estates Court, that my lands, the
lands of my princcly forefathors, arc te
be brought under the hameinr. My
good friend Mulligan, who has beei oui'
fanily solicitor for two generations,
tells me that the nost I shall realize
for myself when all is sold, will be
somewherc botween two and three
thousand pounds."

"My poor, dear friend
"Not poor, Ned, dîear old boy," said

O'More, grasping bis band-" net por
whilst I an rich in friendship like
yours ; net poor whilst I have health
and strength and youth and mnuhood
not poor whilst I have a faithful friend'
liko niy foster-brother Pat, who swears
to stick by me thirough evil fortune and
good. I feel, as it were, as if I wero
dragging him down, poor fellow I-but
remonstrance of mine is useless.
Wherever I go ho swears ho will go,
too."

"Good follow I good fellow 1" said
Mr. MeManus. But where are you
geing, Charley ?"

ITo thé far West, m y boy," replied
O'More with a gay careless laugh.

"W'herever Irish eloment grows strong
there go , to heli in making it strong er
and more resolute for ends that ;a o

cömning *Yet, in the meéantiie, Itshàll
travel many a weary nil ofeotry
road befdre f 5sttle downwhilstyou
will bc sharing all tho joys of your

young married life with the beautiful
wonan you are about to mako your
oWn.

Edward McManus paused, drained his
glass to the bottom slowly, and thon as
slowly laid it down, cre ho spore:

'Charley, you and I have been con-
panions from childhood. I have never
concealed a thought of my heart frein
yo. Indeod, yeu have always been,
as it were, muy master and father con-
fessor, conbined. Yo know that this
letter "-roducing it-" is from Clara
Calthorpo, fron Berkshire. I know
the contents of this letter alnost by
instinct. Sec, I break open the seal for
the first tine; and look what do I
find ? A dozen lines Was ever love-
letter like this befor? "'

"Well1, certainly, Ned, 'tis brief; but
very probably to thepoint."

"HIear me out, Charley. Clara is a
very beautiful 'girl, gay, brilliant, fond
of society and amusements of all kinds,
whilst I an quiet, sober, and occasion-
ally inclined to melancholy-I kno
not why. I do not love this girl as I
instinetively feel a ian sbould love bis
wife. The intended inarriage was not
of my proposing. It -was all arranged
by Calthorpe and ny father-nearly a
year before my. father died-and one
thing or another delayed it. But. now
there is no longer cause of delay; the
contract must be fulfilled. I marry
ClaraoCalthorpo, and my fate is sealed."

" And a iniserable fate it is," said
O'More, with a mocking inugh. " To
be chainecdfo' life, in fetters of roses, te
one of the loveliet women in England
-and one, to, with-a fortuneof fifteon
tihousand pounds-is very bard linos,
indcod. MNIy poor Ned ! T pity you"

" Ah I Charley," replied. bis frieid,
your jest may eut more keenly than

yo thinuk Listen, my friend. Clara
Caltborpe's father and mine were cem-
panions in arms, ànd fought side by
side in. many a bard contested field.
This imarriage was arranged' between
thern whilst Clara and I were yet chil-
dren. I hike her, aiid I havo al, ays
liked her, and -I know she likes me
after heimanner. And the I havo
nover ivd&auonenrvoman l il ällny
lif. Yeît Ifeol a str a isgivig.at
my heart, andtheugh (shalio t mol)


