
THE HARP.

Froin Arno whîose wavelets flow thro' Italy
fair,

Fron tie shrines of the west, their spirits
arise,

Through Desinond's green valleys, o'er the
plains of Kildare,

Their anthemi is swelliig and piercitîg tie
skies.
Forever God's glorv

Shine rotund you in story,
And light you along the true course of your

Anud Erin will press you
To her fond lieart, and bless vout

'Who watched o'er the tomb of the Geril-
dine's wf

JosErIi K. FoIAs,
Green Park,

Aylmuer, 1st Oct., 1880.

THE ORPHANS;
OR,

THE HEIR OF LONGWORTI-.

He would have passed a pleasant.life of it, in despite of
the dcvil and all his works," had ot his path been cross-

cd by a being tha't causes more perpiexity to mortal man
than ghost, gablin,. or the whole race of witches, and that
was-a womn.-Washingtr /rving

CHAPTER I.
PER STEAMfER HEsPERA.

1 is a May day. If we did not take
our weather on trust and tradition, as
we take so manîy things, we would cor-
tainly never find it out foi ourselves.

Dropping down on the dock amid the
shivering throng of passengers from
some other planet, let us say, we might
easily conclude we had alighted in the
middle of Marchi so gusty, so black, so
chill is this May morninîg.

The Canard steamer wifl float away
down the Mersey in something less
than an hour, the little fussy, pffing ten-
der is already waiting for her passen-
gers and luggage, and snorting fiercely,
as though in fiery impatience to be off.
There: is the customary crowd, cabmen
haggling over fares, porters shouldering
trunks and boxes, passengers huirying
wildly hither and thither, or mounting
guard over their belongings, shrili
yoices of women, deoper tones of mon,
and now and then, in bass growls, sein
of the strong words in which the nobler
sex are. wont to relieve their manly
minds.

Ovohaid thore is adark, fast-drifting
sky, that bodes anything but a ploasant
first iight on the ocean, and outsido
thero is an omainous shortchop, and little,
wicked, white caps broicing the turbid
flow of the river. And all airound, fron
ovory quarter of the comnpiaSs at once,
there como sudden bleak blasts that
chill to the niurrow of your bones, and
set you shiveiing and inake yout wrap
your great cout ori wateiproof' aboul
your slrinking fori never so closoly.

Standing a little apart, if thero b any
apart in this Inaddening crowd, leaning
easily against the bacic of' a cab, his
iands thrust deep in his pockets, an
aiused look in his faee, is a yourng maun.
A solitary large trunk besido'hii, beia-
ing on its canvas back the big black iii-
itials If. D.," is evidently his only
property i a very large and lumbering
Newfouîndland is ovidently his only
comipanon.

Ie is a tall, strongly-built, square-
shouldered young fellow, of pcrhaps
Liree and twenty, lis bCardless face nîot
in the slightost degrce handsone, ex-
cent with the good looks that thrcu and
twenty years' perfect health, boundless
good-hunour, and a cou-tain boyish
brightness gives. He is sunburned and
ruddy, lie is buttoied up in a shaggy
overcoat, and is taking life at present
with a perfect cooliess that is refresh-
ing contrasted with the wild excitement
depiicted on nost of the faces around
him.

Fragments of flurried conversation
reach hin on all sides as lie stands, but
le pays no particular hoed to any, un-
til a girl's voice, fresh and clear, but iu
accents of misery, reaches his ear.

". Mon Dieu / Marie 1" cries tiis de-
spairing voice, in a composite mixture
of French and English, "if that cm-
becile has not carried off my box again.
ore, you I' a frantic little stamp

" drop that, directly. It is mine, I tell
youî. I told you before, stupide / Que
devons-nous faire, Mlfarie- "

A soft lanîgh is the answer The young
man turns round, and secs two young
ladies and a porter. Oie of the young
ladics is soatod quietly on a black box,
the other is standing.excitedly, trying
to prevent the porter from carrying off
a similar article of luggage, and trying
in vain,


