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THE IUMAN HARP.

There in a hliarp for eaci hunan ireast,
The strigs of whici are never rt rest;
Wherre music forever breauties and tiIrgers,
Awarîktd by thutsande of vewlet aIger,
TIt play, like the htin of fMiry wilga,
Their nIotes on ils thousand uitiiverilg strings.

Titis ienvel-bornu iari is a priceless booni,
lit mllortal fratme, w'ith ils Strings in tue
Hiteithr tlie toies of titis living hartp
Are gentiL and teinter, ilat or sharp,
NVlien louder run, depenst al:wa*yv
Ori tlie car itt liears, ai the haid that prl.ys.

.now%* touchingly tender ls its loan,
As il gives to sorrow its urirotone;
Witent totelied by the palistti hand of fear,
Il vibrates quiek on the startled Car:
Arrd is strot-wrougit fratre it frentzy leapi,
-hitle passion lis ditiptasl sweels.

BIut lhippier spirits are lovering near,
-And the tie they play we love to iear
And they tlitreneg eacli hart wit t tre grave and gry,
-And mny il note I've ieard themî ilay>-
go oftèn, toit, are they playlrig the satue,PIhrt WeC know tleir ltucIh, and caln tltem by nanme.

ITiere Is Love, whoi coents on its fluttering wig,
.And how il tlirills whei ie tiules lthe string;
Finte thinktts ie Is heiard i over the lati,
As le stlikes the chords with a mnaster iand;
Bulit to Vaith ait iîroe la the iitssiont given
To toti the notes litat are Iteard in lteaven.
Tiey litger 8ni, wenthe rest iave gone
And left the frrit iarp, broken nd lone :
Ant; wlen dath playis tli Irst sadt strain.
Andi breaks the cords lie ilnl ne'er touci again,
They hear il ity, with joyous wing,
Arn , 1ring tew, whS1ere the Argel sing

KILSHEIELAN"

'HE OLD PLACE AND TRE MüW PEOPLE,

A ROMANCE OF TIPPERARY.

The glided liaIo hoveriig rottlnddecay

CHAPTER 1.

Stc-ses on ltem for pompons ba ikripi s
Tlis was til tc ialed iction, vlich thoui1l1 It

-Was nrot shaped in ivords, blurned in tle leart,
and stainied itself in passionate fury 011 the
-face of Mr. Albii Artslade, as, at his breakfast-
iàble, lie snarltcld up letter after Itir from ta
pile tlat in before lhim, inid as rrapidly fiung
tlhemr froin i l iii s thouigl an adder lurked in

cach.

One ie rend with specini wrath. It was
simlply this:

t t Kilsheclan Castle, April-, 1799.
O'Dvyer Garv begs te decline Mr. Albin

Artslaire's invitation."

AlI the rest were equally cold, eqially for-
mal, but this One sceeimed to stiig hit worst.
le tore il into fragments, and cursed niow in
louîd and ilaked fury.

1 t Dear pn, low yo frigiten ie 1" cried n'
lovely'v Iitliesoie child, wio abdicated ler
presidency over the cips and saucers to run to
ier father's side, iind put ler chiding face uî)
to lis.

His gloonv passion dared not look in the
frace of so iiicl i'innocence. M1r. Artslade's
soul w'as not a soft one.-hîe iras one of those
over-mirraly men wle arc asliaimed of eniotion
-but lie Iad soie share of tetiderness for his
dnughter, rtly becaulse lie could not helpî it,
partlIy bectise lie lhid nobody else to lie ten-
der to, partlys aIse alas i bcatise iii lis far
reaching specilations lie nw in lier beauty a
ware for his mtarketig alibition.

But lie wis too angry now to give irmuicl hced
t0 ier enressings.

There, there, Cressy," lie cried, discngaging
limiirself testily froma lier arims. c t's rnotlhing
tlinat yoti should teise about. !My toast will bc
quite scorcled if yoi don't look to it, clild.,

The prospelct of liaving the toast scorched
wtas too dîrifil to Miss Cî'essy, wlio had irncli
pride in lier cliaracter of houîsewife. Sie vas
not conîvicecd, lit she left papa to Iis sullein
passion shile she lusied herself i i giving il
proper complexion to the totast, and in leiglit-
enîing the relishr of his fragrantt disht of tcra.

No0 ton for Mr. Artsaude this rmorning. 11
breakfast wias untastd while lie lid hiise f
behlii ii iis nerwspa per, and ii that shelter
allowed Iis frie to settle ilnto a terrible pic-
tire of disrappoinitmirlent and rage.


