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THE

HARP.

This was #he very inopportune moment at
which Cressy thought proper {o unburden her-

self of a question which has been puzzling her

Jittle head ever since she and ber father came
to - Kilsheelan, away from smoky, t‘oggy
London. ‘

#Pa,” she asked innocently, *“why don't we

visit at the Castle 7 Everyone clse goes there—!

ihe Sackwells, the Thorntons, the Binghams,
everybody, - Why don't we?””

She stopped in dismay, seeing the evil
scowl her idle query had called up to Mr, Art-
slade’s face.
down in lus heart.

HWell, well, wlmt nbuut him 7 He has not

s \(\ but he' d be so

¢ Castle like the rest of them |
d old p]ace and they bave
ever comes here only
‘Only for Gerald—"

—it’s such’
such. fun !
the mlu-proctex

& D Gur'\ld !” uclmmcd Mr, Artslade, !
savng(h C,res< forbid you to see thm bov !
again. I hate Lim'fora proud puppv

& 011 plc'\:e don

: hrlgm "_\es
cseept yourself, pa’pa.-"”,'
and thrashes all thre bad. be
‘ihose horrid lessons, just as:
,nice. ~Oh! pa, if you. onlv' »
Why I should be dead if I. hadn’t him:
stnmd Charlie Sackwell, but he's nobod\

Mr, Artslade groaned, and turned to a .deep

bay-window to hide his agony—for o Cressy's | Y

eulogy there was no answer.
Suddenly a loud bugle-note sounded through
the valley outside,

" #The hounds, the hounds ™ cried Cressy, rush-
ing joyously to'the window, as the pack with
their merry huntsman and scarlet-coated retinue
swept past on the road helow, and mounted the
acclivity ‘on which the Cnsile of Kilsheelan
stood

Mr. Artslade turmd from the st as if it

blinded Lim, and tore from the room in fury.
~'What can be the matter with papa, to-day |
“said Cressy, with a puzzled look. “He's crosser

" than usual, and—" this with a little shudder—

‘6 he's -always. cross. enough. . Poor papa!. why

can't he be like O’'Dwyer Garv andall the rest of

‘{hem~—ride to hounds, have grand dinners, and

It had mn]\led a “ouud dcep'

be happy ? Isn't he as rich as they wre?
“tis something in those nasty lottors—"
She puised-as her eye fell on the disordered
Upile of them that lay on the table, #Might T
lhll\c one little took I wonder?”  Only the un-
vipe curiosity of a woman! The little culprit
cast a’guilty glanee around, angd peered into one
of the open letters. Hardly had shd read it
: through, when asilvery peal of laughter broke
i frow hery but the giddy chxm soon len're(l to
fagraver mood us ‘-l\L ed P
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as atall't It he would onl) sl e \\lmt

‘ \nd the mm fairy &l"hL‘(l ns t]mu:,h shc were
s wisdom personified.
I Sl Why doesn’t “papa-like Gerald 7" she went
‘ on in the same contemplative mood, #1'm sure-
veveryone dotes on Gerald.  But oh! dear, there
i #is ten o'clock, and T promised 1o meet him fo.
«o for primroses to the wood—ihe new bank he
found out yesterday——cvery flower ns yellow as:
gold ! Mary, Mary, my hat! - Do run, please, I'm.
Yin an awful hurry”
i~ With her shining \'ell(m hair streaming ﬁcc .
i to the wind, and her strn\\'hm-fmspul carelessly
n e, hunrl Cressy hurried through the lawn,
up-the little borheen that led to the w ooil, and
‘ﬂ]most into the arms of t.\ll handsome Loy

W ho leaped out of the wood to mcct her,

“De.lr (rcmld nm] ]utc" she un-d lnu\!lb

“1 msh T could Cxc
hunt. You know '’ we close the scnson to-dnv
and papa will have a grand rout at the Castle
to-night. ' 111 be going to College {o-morrow ;
80 papa wouldn't hear of my leaving the hunt.
We're tohavea great dny at the Mountain Cover,” -

%1 wish I could go with you, Gerald,” sighed
Cressy, looking tenderly up into his (.lun carnest
face.

“ You little fool’ What would you do it‘you
came to a stonewall ?*

“Why you'd help me over, of course. Wouldn £
vou?" was the saucy reply.

And if Mr, Artslade saw the earess w ith which
Gerald nnsxwred,her, and-if he saw the light
hearted pair as’ they looked among the green,
trees this sunny April morning, the sight might:




