
THE HARP.

proinised my father on his death-bed
that I would wed the daughter of his
friend. As I have said, Charley, I love
ber very miuch; but if you wedded her
to-morrow, I should love ber ail the
saine, and not bc in ihe loast jealous.
But then, as I have said, I care not a jot
for any other voman; and, doubtless,
Clara and I wNill learn to love one
another tenderly by and by.

" No doubt," said O'More, with the
air of a sage-be was only twenty-two-
"Liless a inan is a savage, or the
voman something worse, husband and

wifc who have lived in friendship to-
gether must love onc another dearly at
last.''

Then the thing is settled, Charley,"
said Edward MeMans. " We shall bc
married within a month, and ye shall
be my best man. Yet my heart strange-
ly misgives me."

A.nd,' replicd Sir Charles, "l wlien
you are sauntering through France,
Switzerlaud, and Italy, with your lovely
bride, you lucky dog, £ shall bc sailing
across the broad Atlantic Westward
ho i'l

Whbat do you nican?
'Why simply this, Ned. I shall bc

sold ont, left without stick or stone of'
property. That honest Du blin attorney,
who has always been our law'yer, assures
me, as I have said, of more than two
thousand -pounis. With that money I
propose, acconpanied by my good
foster-brother Pat and his vife (for it is
arranged that he is to take our land-
lord's pretty niece with him), to emi-
grate to the Western Suites of America,
and there build up, if Ieaven will have
it so, a new generation of the O'Mores.
At aill events, I know the Caseys vill
flourish."

My poor Charley I
Rubbish 1 Don't talk that kind of

thing, Ned. Just look at m.e Six feet
clean as I stand, by the Lord Harry,
when'my boots are off, sound in wind
and limb-good for any change of
fortune. Why, Ned I'n as strong as a
horse, and as long-winded as a mountain
.pony. For a beggar like me with my
splendid physique-have you a word to
say against it? "

ýc No, 'saidMeManus,laughingheartily
now. "You know how often it stood
me in good stead at Eton and Oxford."

By Jupiter, yes," cried the other
impetuously. "Butlookyou hereNed.
Thougli you have got the physique ai-
most of a woman, you have got the
pluck of a hero. Oh i yes, I remember
-you would have strangled that big
Englishman at Eton, that day, if I had
net released your fingers from his cravat
and fough t himn deceptly afterward, you.
bloodthirsty little villian. And now
you are going to marry his sister."

Yes," McManus replied. " But did
ever bride-groom in such fashion woo
his bride before ?"

"l y my oath I can't tell," his friend
replied. " Al I can sec is a gay party
a gentlemanly fellow-, dressed to his
best, as only a handsome beggar like
you (worth six thousand pounds sterling
a ycar) ean look; a woman more lovely
than anything I have ever seen since
those exquisite things that confounded
Scotchman, Elgin, carried away from
Greece. What do you want you con-
founded puppy? When you are at
Rome or Naples, I shall bc higgling,
with the help of Pat Casey, at New
York or Wrashington for a section out
in the far West."

"But vill you go, dear CaMley?
"Ho l ho! shall I go? What under

Heaven else can I do ? Two thousand
pounds and odd wouild melt in six
months if I lived in the old style."

"Yet think what you might do."
Por yoven, yes, Ned, bat vhat?

"Charles O'More is the bandsomest
and most distingue man in Ireland or
England. H1e is clever, accomplished.

ln spite of his great big brains, he bas
ail the accomplishients that woman
loves so much. le is the nominal pro-
prieter of an estate that to a German
Prince would be a kingdom. A mag-
nificently beautiful wouan is offered
him as a wife, whose fortune alone -wi1
nearly relieve all the incumbrances on
his fine estate. What more does ho want
to conplete his happiness ?"

"The woman Charles O'More mar-
ries,' was the reply, "must be the
woman he loves. No such woman dol
know at present."

Ah 1 Charley, replied his ffriend,
"happiness; after al, depends little on
beauty, and I fear for mine. But you;
with your handsome person and title,
might piuk up a rich wife. Whynot
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