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THE HUMAN HARP.

There ts a harp for ench human hreast,
The strings of which are neverat |es(~
Where music forever brcu\hca and llnuers,
Awnked by thousands of viewless flugers,
That play, like the hum of mhe wings,

. Their notés on its thousand qu \'erhu; nrlngs.

This heaven-born harp {8 a priceless boon,

1n Lte mortal frame, with its strings in tune
But, whether the tones of this living harp
Are gentle and tender, flat or sharp,

When louder rung, depends always

On the ear that hears, and lhe hand that plays.

now (ouemnul) tender {5 its monn,

As it glves to sorrow {ts monotone |

When touched by the palsied hand ‘ot fear,

It vibrates quick on the startled ear;

And its stroug-wraught frame iu frenzy leaps,
While passion its dinpasen sweens,

‘But happier spirlts are hovering near,

And the mueice they play we love to hear;

And they throng each harp with the grave and gay,
And many sonote I've heard them play—

So oftén, too, are they playlug the same

That we'know their fouck, and call them by name,

“I'here is Love, who comes on hls fluttering wing,
Aund how it thrills when he touelies the string;
Fame thinks he is heard all over the land,

As he strikes the chords with a master hand;
But to Faith and Hope 1s the mission given

To touch the notes that are heard {n heaven,
They linger st111, when the rest have gone
Andleft the frafl harp broken and lone : R
And; when death plays the Jast sad strain,
And’brenks the cords he shall ne'er toueh 'mnlu,
They bear it away, with joyous wing,

And uring it nm.\v where the angels sing,
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CHAPTER I.
CRESSY..
4 Curses on them for pompous bankripts !t
* This was the malediction, whieh, though 1t
. was not shaped.in words. burned- in the heart,
and stamped itself in passionate fury on thu
face of Mr. Albin Artslade, as, at his brcnkf’\st-
’mbh., hie snatched up ht(er nfh\r letter f\om a
‘pﬂc that lay before him, nnd as mpldl\ flung
“them from liim as though am addu‘ lmked in
cachi’

One he read with special wmlh

simply this:
¢t Kilsheelan Castle, April—, 1799. '

O'Dwyer Garvy begs to decline Mr, Albin
Artslade’s invitation.”

All the rest were equally cold, equally for-
mal, but this one seemed to sting him worst.
He tore it into fragments, and cursed now in
loud and naked fury,

¢ Dear pa,” how you frighten me 1" cried a
lovely lithesome child, who abdicated her
presidency over the cups and saucers to run to

ier father’s side, und put her chiding {acc up
to his, )

It was

His gloom\- pnssnon dared nnt ]ook in the
face ‘of so much innocence. Mr. .\1ts]nde s

soul was-not a soft ouc—hc was om of those
ashamed.of emotion

over-manly men who are
—but he had some share of tenderness for his
daughter, partly becausé he eould not- help it,

partly because he had nobody else to Le ten--

der to, partly also, alas! Lecause in his far
reaching smcnluhom he saw in her lu.nut) a
ware for his marketing ambition,

But he was too angry now to "n'c much hced

to her earessings,

# There, there, Cressy,” he cricd, disengnging™:

himself testily from her arms.”. “Tt’s nothing
that you should tense about, My toast will he
quite scorched if you don't look to ity child.,’
The prospect of having the toast scorched
was too dreadful toMiss Cressy, who hadimueh

pride in‘her character of housewife.  She was

not convinced, but she left papa to his sullen' -

passion while she busied herself in, giving a

proper complexion to {he tonet and in height- 3

emnw the ullsh of his fm'rmnt dish of tea

No tea for Mr. Artslade this’ morning.” Hi'
breakfust was untasted, \\lu\e he hid lnmsc‘
behind "his newspaper, and it {hat ahc]ter
allowed Lis face to setile intoa terrible plc
ture of dx\uppomhm.nt nnd mgc




