THE

HARP.

—.“1(» wien't Sackwelt 2 eried Squire Bing-
ham, fiercely.

w1t was our illustrious neighbour; Mr. Arts-
Jade”

The squires fairly jumped from their seats in
indignant astonishment.

«Of course yon challenged the scoundrely
O'Dwyer? " asked Mr. Bingham, his cyes dan-
¢ing in prospect of a fray.

O’Dwyer Gary smiled with quiet pride.

“.Ilin; t—scarcely, 1 told him if his anploy-
ors meant to insult e, they might have come
{hemselves 1o receive chastisement,”

# By Jove! he must have smarted 1

s I‘think I've heard the last of the baronetey
and the twenty thousand, at any rate,” said
theic host, laughingly, # Masses, that sherry
must be abeminable—you've hardly fasted it
Pon't let the miseries of your country spoil
your appetite, old feltow .

The little old gentleman addressed, who wns
already in his third bottle; chattered something
pious about -moderation, and dived into a
fourth,

t8ackwell, T owe you an apology ‘for even
guspecting you,” cried Squire Bingham, cor-
dially

“ My dear sir, your snspicion is only an. inei-
dent of public life,” replied Sackwell, putting
on the full smiling power of his highly gelas-
matic countenance to hide an
could not quite smother.

#XNobody is aliove suspicion these times)”
said the Squive. ¢ Perhaps 1 wasn’t telling ye
about the attempt on my own virine 77

Most of ihem thought they had heard of it
some dozen times before, but that did not hinder
the Squire from proceeding

“ *I'was last month Castlercagh button-holed
me ina quiet corner of the Coffee-Room, and,
after nearly wringing my hand off, he savs:

“e'Phey say you're the best shot in Tipperary,
Vingham!

uneasiness he

4 They flatter me, my tord ) says 1.

t+1 helieve youw're a toyal subject, Bingham,
says he,

¢ 41 believe T am, my lord,’ says 1.

“tAnd I believe you're—ah— slightly in dif-
ficulties, Binghiam 2’ says he, ’

“4t1'm very sure I am, my lord,’ snys 1.

“Well, you see,’ he went on, in the ghost of a
whisper, ‘ those ¢ patriots " ave apt to be trouble-
some, now that we’re going 1o take their trump-
ery parlinment away from them.  Some of them
will, most likely, show fight and—and loyal men
must show fight; too—yon understand me?

si Perfectly, my Jordy! gays L
we'Phat's well,’ said my lord rubbing his hande .
iinglee. ¢ One of our couricrs—Capinin Holles-
ton—will be down your way next week, If you.
rifle his portinanteny, we won't transport you!!
“+ T be on the look-out for him, never fear, .
my lord, says 1.
sNext week enme and so did the conrier,
hiad o few fellows to dinner when he ealled,”
4 Y ou're Captain IHolleston ??
“el amy sir,

I

Mr, Bingham, I presume?”?

HeMhe sune, siv) says L “This is Mr, Dow-
ney, Captain Holleston—he'll be happy to acy.
ax your second,  You can have your choice of
those pistols, and 1 snppose you don’t object to -
settling it across the table ?’

tPoor devil! 1 never saw such a picture of
astonishmentand horror, Fora moment or two
I thought he'd fall; but it seemed to strike him
sudenly that he had fullen on a nest of high-
waymen, for with crics of ‘Murder !* he rushed
to the door, fled to his horse, and galloped like
mad across the country, shiouting ¢ Murder) and
“Ihieves!” like a manine, U didw't send a bul-
et -after the poor wreteh; I was nearly dead
with laughing ut his seare ” .

4Dl he ever learn the truth 77 asked the:
Colonel, )

“#He did, faith, and vowed all sorts of ven-
gennee 3 but Lord Castlereagh plainly thought
the Jess said about it the Dhetter, for T never
heard sinee from the capiain,  So there ended
my ofticial communication with the Ministry.”

11is hearers langhed heartily for the fiftieth
time over the Squird’s story. .

G1f everybody did as T did,” said My, Bing-
hin replenishing his tumbler, ¢ we'd hear no-
maore of the Union.”

“A foreihle view, certainly,” said the Dublin
Lawyer, “but 1T hope it need not come to that.
The Government are still in a small minority,
and it’s no very bright augury of their chances
that they -have to fall back on Mr, Artslade as
an instroment,  Clearly there’s not a gentlemarn
in Tipperary on theiv side.”

Mr. Sackwell felt miserably guilty.

#Tf there wag,™ eried Squire Bingham. . ¢ By
G—1 he and I would have a score to scttie!” )

Mr. Sackwell was within a hair's breadth of.
upsetting another tumbler.

“T'm not much of a:politician,” said the Col-.
onel, “but I can’t see for the life of mo why
you object to the Union. - Anybody but school
girls would think a union with a.rich neighbour
rather a jolly thing.” '
-#And 1, ventured the ITon, Mr, Crashington,,




