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THE HARP.

—

and Bessy were seated on the:sofn near
her.
U This s comfortublo ay, comfortable,
by Jove,” and Mr, Baker 1o0ked from {he
“Dright fire, over which he held his hands
-8 fc\\ btcondb, into his glass of sparkling
spunch ; so it was hard to say ‘which ne
‘prouounced comforiable; ])ulhllpb the
‘two ; or perhaps he was {aking in the
whole in his mind's cye, and thinking
what a happy man Mr. O'Donncll was,
with his kind wife and fair children, as
they sat-arcund that cheerful fire, and
that table sparkling with glusses and de-
canters and streaming lights,

AMr. Baker was an old bachelor—and :

* gtrange things do run in old buchelor’s
heads ; for, when they enter a little Eden
ofdomulxn, Lliss, they wonder why they
were born to mopu alone through life,
without one tendril to l\u.p nlxv thc

the good old times, ,when, if a man suid
anything to you, you need but send a
friend to him and appoint a nice cosy
corner of a field, and there quictly settle
the aflair,  Now the law won’t atlow that
satisfuction.” Did  you sce that little
affnir between Cooke and mysclf how it
was - prevented?  The police got the
scent and dogged us. 1 always think
that Cooke sold the pass, and sent word
of the whole affair ; for you know he was
a stag, Frank—a stag; and. knew  well
thut 1’d shoot him.”

“The worst of it is, Mr, Baker, Mr.
Cooke's friends gave out  that it was you
who foréwarndd the police.”

Ol ! of course, Frauk, of course, try-
ing to shift the blame off thumselves ; he
was nostug, sir, a stag—pooh ;’ and Mr.
Baker proceeded with another glass of
punch. *Good spirits this, Mr." 0'Don-

affections, or one green vine to cling to | | nell ;1 generally put three glusses to my

them for support,

I pum_h Lut only two of yours ; for, as Lord

“ Heigh bo ! Devilish comfortable ¥ said ; Clearall says—you know wenre pnrnmhn
Ar. Bnl\(.r and he rubbed his hands and ' friends—well, ‘as he says, ¢ Buker, never

looked '1n.uud again,

“Yes,” said' My, O'Donnell ;%a bright !

fire of a chilly evening, a plummt glass |
of punch, with your f.um]) around yvou, ; oh, to helt !
, or ~myngi

telling some innoeent storjes
some pretty little songs,  are Lomfonulylc
things, no doulit, Mr. Bake,.”

“ I)uxh-h mmforlnbln. though:t and |
Ar. Baker sighed,

“1 wonder you never married,  Mr.
Baker,” said Mrs. 0’Donnell.”
Lo \'u-cr ma'am, never. . Begad,

jdrink wnk

{ Lisduft' property;
‘T once ! true ?”
thought of it when young ; some t)nng or |

punch—mvu driuk - wenk
punch; it will sicken you, man’; it is as
band aus Pupu and ! )mn, ha, 1 mum-—
vet, it's dt\l]lb]\ stuft?”

i Mr. Buker,” ’wud Alr. 0'Dunnuell, who
could scarce conceal & smile nt the”
blandtrmg of his guest;# Mr. Buker, 1

cam told gur worthy agent is uhouuuwn-
ling, as he does not wish to earr y out Tiis
Mordship's orders about © clearing - the.
do you know s it

“Yes,; I think he will; devilisit good

- another knocked it up—1 should tell you, | man he' was ; he and the old lord pulh.d
the match was made, ay, made. I was so i well logahu ; tender old- man that old.
_fond of that pretty little girl. ©'1 was lord was; never tossed anyone out, but
devilish fond—I—ob, I see, I nm making | Sllpporlgd widows and orplans, or, as the
a fool of myself; nnd"—]urc he wiped his ! present lord calls them, idlers and strag~

" Frark, so they do,

eyesand Ulew his nose very strongly— | glers—uy, faith, that's it. I don’t sve why
80

s¢that snufl makes o person snedz
Well, as 1 :aid before,
—devil tike the fever 1—God mrgn me ;
for cursing—bad luck to it !—What's that ;
I said?
-ed marrying since

 Afteriall, there were fine feelings lurk- !
ing in thm, Llustering rough  man's
heart, .

“Never married, - Mrs . O'Donnell;
though Lord C]«.mal] for we arc pzntlux-
Iar friends, says to me, “Buker, trave
where you \\1]1 there 1» no plmc $0
pleasant as home.

“Well, Mr. Baker,” said l'lr.nL RD
didn't see you since the 1aces of Clthl
how did you get home ¥ .

o C.\pmx]]v boy, -capitally. You rode
devilish well, lhough, d~——n me, but
you did. A pluunnt night we had at the
hotel ; poob, hah, peoh I' and- NMr, Baker
lraned back in his chair, and then indulg-
ed in a pinch of :nuﬂ'nnd a pooh. ¢ That
Mr.. B—— said something to me ; didn’t
he? They know the lion is gettmg old,

Tooh '—God be. mth

she took the fev cr ! Lisduft,

Yes, she dl-.d and I never mind- ’ lnrge tenants,

I { fear.

i he should rtmgn All poor people on that
What loss are their wretehed
i cubins ? Besides, his lordship wants o make
; one sheep-walk of the whole, orto let it to
Fine fmm Louscs “are

;xnorc comfortable and ' tasty than poor
!

{ceabins; and, as-his lordship says, ¢ Why
l the devil shouldn’t he do as he lll\t.‘i with
[hisown? And why not, Mr; O'Donnell ?
\Ixss Kate, this water is gulting cold, T
(,uld water never. makes 1._,00([
punchy; hot, s}mrl\lxllg, and’ plenty of
. whisky, mld there it is for you."

' wls it possible, Mr. Baker,” said Frank,
“Ahat his 1ordah|p means 1o turn all the
tsmall. farmers off the Lisduff  property ?
" Sure their litile farms and cabins ure ns
dear to them as-is his pa]uc«, to his -
lordship.”

"\\’Lll well ; that may be, Frank-
that may b(. but then you know they be-
long to his lordslnp, and why not. do as
he plmscs with them ?” .

“ And what will become of the poor
people, Mr. Baker 7" said' Kate,

¢ Can't suy “Miss' Kate, cun‘t say; I.




