* of conversion already, you know.”

~only supporters of the Union amongst—uali—

-enough to forget your own claims, Mr. Artslade.”

* Jade.
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#1 don't like swearing, Mr. .-\x"tsludc, suidi
Lord Castlereagh, with o’ smile that was almost ;
a sneer,

1 beg vowr pardon, my lord,” said {he}
other, obsequiously, “What 1 meant (o .~:|_\'!v
was that, if he does not vote for your lord-,
ship's Union, he and Kilsheelan will part:
company .’

£ Very kind of you, Mr. Artslade,” rejoined
his lordship, with an ambiguous bow, \
well, vou say, hasn't been so delicate 2!

s He jumped at the notion,”

“ Al ! What would solace Ads wounded fecl-
ings, I “ Mo country,
£10,000:" # Indignation of the Community,
ditto ;" Sacrifice of honer, etectera, tuppence-
ha'penny,” ElL 77
o Ha, Ha ! He didn't descend to particulars,
vour lordship,” said Mr. Artslade, very ill at

“Sack-

wonder? suflering

|

ease in ihis -candid  strle of statesmanship.
s His great anxiety wis to hear some redsons
from your lordshiﬁ for supporting the ['nicn.
He seems to be anxious about a Lopish rebel-
lion, and about "

Y Cooke, you'll supply
him with some of those re
some of those that have worked such miracles

yes—of course.

sons he wants—

# 1 hope we aren't too prodigal of # reasons,” |
soiid the Under-Seceretary, signiticantly .,
C«Oh't nonsense.  Sackwell is an extremely |
tender soul—he’d die of fright, poor fellow, il‘%
Ire sold his country without reason, We haven't;
many other friends down your way, Mr, Arts-
ladet?.

#XNo, indecd, my lord,” said the gentleman
addressed,

“ Mr. Sackwell and myself are the

the upper classes.”
Lord Castlereagh coughed a delicate Alem!
¢ But they are all Lankrupts, aroadt they 79—
any-of them worth talking about "
# With one or two exceptions, my lord,” said
Mr. Artslade, with emphas
# Pooh ! they’d easily reconeile themselves to
the English conncction if it brought clean
balance-sheets.

But you have been modest

© Mr. Artslade wriggled and grimaced uneasily.
“You have done distingunished service 1o the
State, and the State will not be ungrateful,
Cooke, you will arrange this with Mr. Artslade.”
#IE T oanight—ah—trouble your lordship, it
is not—ah—it is not what I inay call money I
desire.” Thus awkwardly spoke Mr. Arts-

Tipperary,

CArtstade was gony, and Lord Castercagh

HEh?® exclaimed his. lordship, in blank
wnnze.

#1 said, my lovd, that—ah—money is not any
object with me”

H0h ) of course not, Mr, Artslade,
no objeet with-any of us—all principle.

Money is
But
in this case we can happily  combine exalted
principle with reasonable reward,  For instanee,
you'll loose the representation of your worthy
city of Fethard,
pensation, ™

That's a fair subject for com-

Pt that, iy lord—"tisn't that,"* mum-

CBlad Mr. Artslade, who was o miseralde diplo-~

matist, S0f there was any title of honor that
woull show yvour sense of my poor services—"

Lord Castlereagh was tou polite 1o laugh, as

“he had aomind,

SO now 1osee, Mr, Artslade—something
that would lift yon above your vebel frivnds in
Well, yousee, we ean't pitehfork a
fellow all at onee into the peerage—can
Coolie 7—Dbut if a baronetey—*"

Wihat followed, deponent sayeth nof, till

W,

Mr.
and
M, Cooke drew their chairs to the fire,

# Precious seoundrel, that,” observed his lovd-
ship, in manifest allusion to the departed Art-

i glade,

s Rather,” driawled the Under-Scerefary, sip-

¢ ping his wine retlectively.

“He'd have made a ereditable coal-heaver, if
the Lord hasdn’t afflicted him with money.  Dut
a aronct! - Pshaw!it's enough to make decent
people throw up titles aud coronets and turn
highwaymen,

“ Never mind, my lord: badag heis he'll have
plenty of peers in the Trish aristocracy before

the Union is carried.”

Sty O'Dwyer dido't shoot the fellow.®

SWewant his vote, my tord,” said Mr: Cooke,

“ e, faith o ours isn’t the winning side
).‘:‘ .."

tHardly, At the fivst whisper of it openly,
we'll be stunned with patriotic bawling; they
even talk of bringing Grattan Lack {o annihi-
late us.”

1ol ! let them froth.
as clequent as guineas—especially with patri-

Words were never
ots,  “Mumnon and ‘the Bmpire,” is a grand
ery—>Mammon always: tirst,”

“Twill cost two millions clear to represent
that deity.” IR

# What. matter? A grateful country will be
paymaster. ~ After all, ‘tis a small penalty for a
jand that breeds such rascals.” o .

Lord Castlercagh emptied his glass with the




