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THE HARP.

completed the air of venerable nobility that
attended his presence.

“Where on earth have you bheen, Gerald?h
asked O'Dwyer Garvy as the truant: entered the
hall, his cheeks still red with the excitement
of the dance. ¢ Qur friends have been toasting
vour health, and the response was {n nubibus.’!

¢ Let them take it as spoken, sir, and I'm
sure theyll like it all the better,” laughed

Gerald, % Pve been down at the village—they
have glorious fun there, As tired as T was, 1
got through a jig in great style.”

# Astonishing the energy of the young gene-
ration,”’ vemarked Squire Thornton. ¢ Tisn't
enough for them to risk their necks all day
across a country, but they must risk their
hearts in the evening with the girls, 1hope
you got over the jig as safe as you got over the
stonéwall to-day, Gerald? *T'wasacapiml jumnp!
~capital!”’ ]

i S0 somebody thought who rode round tothe
gap,” Jaughed another.  # Of course iv 1t wag'nt
you, Thornton—some fellow thatstole your fair
face for the occasion.”

“Faith, then, youw'd better take cure nobody
gaddles the theft upon you," retoried the squire,
“You were the only one seen in my com-
pany.”

0 Twill take an ocean of punich to keep your
wits from turning into pistol shois, genilemen,?
said the: host,‘good humouredly. #Your tum-
Vler is more ornamenial than useful, Thornton,
Mr. Crashingion, the Irish whiskey lsu't as bad
as the Irish rebels, T hope?”? .

¢ Q1 de—li—~cioust? ligped the Hon, Mr
Craghington, one of the young London exotics
above-mentioned, # Only a- trifle—a—heady,
don’t you think?

i ’Ti.
admit,” said 0'Dwyer Gary, with a laugh,
it improves on acquaintance.”

*Pon my soul then, another shake-hands
with it would put me under the table,” said an
English colonel, of dragoons.

#There it is, you see” put in Squire Bing-
ham,a huge, red-faced man, who was duellist
and drunkard almost by profession. ¢ You
never can understand us Jrizh.”

<7 confess T can’t understand five fumblers
of your whiskey-punch,” Jaughed the Colonel,
good humonredly

tAnd ye talk of a Union ! oried the Squire,
in great disgust. ©Most likely the first Jaw
ye'dmake for us would be one to declare whiskey-
-punch ¢ heady,” and make its inanufecture High
Treason.”

“But

*t over' courteons to strangers, I must

# Oht pon my honaw, I didn’t menn anything.
—aw—personal,” said the Hon. Mr, Crashington, .
who was getting alarmed at the storn his words:
were raising,

s Faith if yon did, sir,’? vejoined the Squire,
f the whiskey will be able to avenge itself,”

¢t By the bye, talking of the Union,” said a
couniry gentleman, anxious to change the topic,
tihey say Casilercagh hasn't given up the no-
tion,”

s Given itup!” said one of the Dublin poli-
ticians, a lawyer of some eminence. They
say in town ihe Union's as good as carried.”

tahemt? said Mr, Sackwell, who, amongst.
his equals, was more butt than idol and whose
part in their conversation was usually confined
to smiles and interjections.

¢ Xonsense ) there's not an independent man.
in Treland that doesn’t execrate it.”

# A great many of them don’t ¢xecrate inoney,
though,” said the lawyer, quictly. “ When it
comes 10 bie a choice hetween the two, the Union
may seem to be the lesser evil”

£t the people, my dear sic!
rebellion as sure as sunrise.”

¢ A1 the pleasanter for the unionists ; they'd
even be glad to supply ropes for the people to
hang themselves.”

“ But there's not a word of it in Parliament.”

# My dear sir, it's not in the light of day the
Union will be carried.”

tPhey?l] hardly try their infernal gold with
our public:men, at any rate.” ‘

“ Ha, hay, ha ! laughed Mr. Sackwell,
ing his tumbler of clarvet with the
cinnatus.” ‘

HDen't be too sure of that, cither,” said
O'Dwer Garv, with just a shadow of pain on his
countenance. «*Tisn't an hour ago since T my-
self had the honour of a visit from one of Lord
Castlereagl’s friends.”

i You're joking, surcly.”

“ Not r bit, I assure you, He offered me the
cheering alternative of £20,000 and a baronetey
with the Union, or beggar without. it.”

# Dy George!” cried the English colonel, ve-
hemenily. ©If T were an Irishman, I think
I'd have got hanged long ago. !

O Dwyer Gary lost none of his composure
he proceeded.

“ But you wouldn’t gness who the ambas-
sador was?. T'll' hold no secrets in so base a
business.” ‘

For all his smiles, Mr. Sackwell so trambled:
that he upset his tumbler, and hrought th(: CYUg -
of the whole comyany upan him,
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