THE HARP.

133

’.spring weather now invited him,  There was
“invigoration in the mountain air—in the toil of
the ascent, the clambering over rocks and the
" jumping theough the underwond—in the robust
youth of the leaves and mosses—and in the
sound of the strenmlets trickling down to the
vidley.,  He felt the inspivntion s i changed the
Sever of his thonghts Lo vigour,
Atnconsidernble depth inthe wood there wasa
Targe, circular curran ov mound with spreading
beeches pluted in o ving on the top, and «
clenring for some distance around, which Teft
the whole valley visible from its sunmit, Here,
on the mossy side of the mound, Gerald found
repose,. Under ifs shade of leaves and briers
he half forgol the peesent in thinking of the
pasty when Qres

sy Artslade was his companion
in this same velrend, and when the fowers; and
the play, and two \\\'ut cherry ll]ns filled his
cup of pleasures,

Did he miss hix e companion 2 Assuvedly ;
she comnected him with times of innocence, |
which the world had buvried him fay away from,
yeb to which his inmost wishes looked regret-
fully back,  Did he love her? Perhaps he did .
perhaps e knew only theeal Jove of a brother
and;a playmate, for in his heart theré was stitl
an Arcadin. 1t was n joy to love sonie one—
some one so.brightand pureand true—and to be
Joved in veturn, just as it was a joy to hear the
wood-birds chirping their consolations in his
car, and to see the wide valley Iyving as sunny
before him as when he wus a child: why shut
oub this ray of sunshine with analytical holts
and Lars? Why, when Cressy Avislade like his
father, and like the Castle, and like the bivds,

and lll\(! the valley, would soon be lost o lmnk
forever?

For in one determination he was fixed : to |
Teave, amd ihat at onee, the scene of his family's
ruin and to shape his life in other moulds than
those 'of bad tyadition. Nor did he care o re-
‘turn wmong his College companions in the char-
acter of areduced gentleman to he slighied in
his poverty, or, worse, pitied. With the Unim
had perished the Inst virtue of Trish society,
that air of venerable unselfishness and chivalry
which enobled “even -ifs vices. . Nothing. re-
amained but on the one side an army of corrupt
officinl despols. and upstarts: on the other the

“Jow mwrmuring helpless millions with whom
_alone he.could sympathize: but only sympa-
- thize, for were. they not wholly Jost?

]Ic. ooked Leyond his own unhappy land, and

Saw the young Republic of France, ficsh from

its bloody baptism, astonishing Europe with its

prowess: through all the revolting horrors of
its infancey, there shone a splendid scheme of
Manhoad, which, changing its fivst dress of Li-
berty, robed itself in Glory, and drew to its wor-
ship the young enthusiasm of the world, Ger-
ild O'Dwyer was not placed by age or disposi-
tion heyond the range of this phrenzy. Though
his reason showetd him many o patch and many
a tinsel fraud in the finery of the Revolution, it
was change, udventure, power; and he thirsted
for all three, They were the clements of sue-
cess in is mission: fate might combine them
into n foree to reverse the present and restore
the past.  And France began to be the back
ground of his plans,

Much more did his thonghts busy themselves
in this direction till they slid into dreams, and
he was only roused from a deep sleep a few
hours after by the sound of voices
side of the mound.

e listened and. found they were familiar to
him: they were the voices of Cressy Artslade,
and her sober-souled squire, Charlie Sackwell.

Gerald was guite sereened from their view,
and after what had past the previous evening
hetween them, te wished above all thingsto
avoid anolher meeting with Crceby Bat it
would be havd for him teo attewpt an escape
without attracting their notice. - So e aaited
in silenee, perhaps with some vague curiosity
to see how fur Cressy had forgotten her resolu-
tion of cternal fidelity.

at the other

CHATTER XTT.
ACROSS THE TUMBLERS,

Poor little Cressy t 8he was sitling ntterly
disconsolate, though the birds twitiered gaily
around her and the bees hummed their tunes
among the blue-bells and fox glove, - There
was a-great void in her heart which dulled her
senses to all the old joys, or tuned them ‘into
sad reminders of joys that were no more.

A congenial companion in such a mood was
Master Sackwell, who said little and thought
less.  Indeed, it would be hard to sny whether
Cressy or the bull-pup held the highest place in
his estoem. ‘Certainly Snoozer scemed to him
the. more amiable character of the two; for,
while Cressy teased, Snoozer only rolled his
stupid cyes about and basked in the sunshinein
as well-bred fashion as a dilettante.

ttDon’t you think the Wood is as lonely as a
graveyard to-day without Gerald 77’ queried the
givl, wearily, - #1 know I do.” <L

# T 'don’t,” said Master Sackwell, bluntly.

-4 0hl you cruel boy, I say it i lonely. ‘T



