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Mr Armstrong retarned home from Corrigles that same Friday,
more doubtlul than ever as to Amby’s * doing any good,” Not that
he bad lost faith in the effiorcy of Mrs Dayer's pregcription, or that
the flahing-rod and book of ballads were likely to prova mara dala.
terious than vsnal. Bat there was John Dwyer's eldest dsughter
just returned from the convent bosrding.school, and one of the most
intelligent and gracetal girls he had seen for some time,

“ I naver thought of this before,” the attoroey roliloguised, as be
tightened the rein while passing over o little mountsin rill that
ctoseed the road. * He didn't seem a bit sarprised eitber—as I wa
«—to see her grown such a fine young woman. Aund so far from
showing any surprise or bashfulness at his seeing the chauga in her, sbe
looked and laughed at him as if he ware still & boy, However,” he
continaed, lookiog at the bright sids of the pictare, ** sbe appears to
ba a sensible gir! who won't lislen to nonsensa, Sbe'll ba getting
married ic Bhrove. And wothing worse will coma of it than an ont.
break of poetry, Ned Cormack would ba a good mateh for her,” the
attorney went on, his mind reverting to business. * Bhe doesn't look
like the sort of girl that wounld turn ap her nose at & man because he
or his fatber got up in the world—instead of coming down as so
many have done, I'm glad Ned Cormack got that farm of Oonnelly's,
He's a decent sort of a fallow."” And Mr Armsirong touched bis
horsa with the whip and got him into a brisker trot, as be thought of
the cheque preseated to him by Ned Cormack on getting possession
of Connelly's farm, *! Bat he ought to buoild a decent house, without
waiting for a lease, He's the best tenant on the estate now, only
that be is 20 caatioune,"”

The attorney’s guesa was a shrewd one engugh, Nad Cormack
did propose for Ellen Dwyer, thongh Moily Maoogue, who was sap-
posed to he omniscient in ench matters, never got the slighteat hint of
it. Ned Cormack was not the man to set people talking about his
match-making antil he had made pretty sore that it woald not end
in talk. He learned from John Dwyer's daoghter herself that her
vooation was to be a nua, and the escapade to Cork was tha result,
It was not, however, geoerally known that the lady who played the
piano and was afraid of the cows was a great friend and reguiar cor-
respondent of bia first lova, In fac', the escapade to Cork was all
Ellen Dwyer's doing, and ia afier years N:d Cormack's children
ware ber pupils aund her pets, and even at the time our story com-
mences—when these children are young wom=n aud their father's
hair sprink!ed with gray—Sister Mary Bernard could never mention
Ned Cormack's name without blashing, But as for that matter her
nephew, Tom Dwyer, noticed that a rosy tinga used to steal into his
aunt’s pale cheek whenever she inguired whether Mr Armatrong still
came down the river to fi.k, Howaver, it must not be inferrad from
this that be also wanted to marry her.

On the contrary, even in his father's prasence, on that Friday
evening when the attcrney’s Fsara for bis son’s safety were just
awaksned, Miss Dwyer made laughing allugion to the low thatched
house beyoad the river, anithe narrow boreen, at which young Amby
Armatrong blushed like a girl. For it so happenad that Ned Cor-
mack ha a stater who sing certain favouri e baliads of bis with such
ravishing sweetness that the youag angler ofte) returaed to the jvied
farm-house with an empty baskut, aonfessing to Kilen Dwyer that he
had .03t the b:at part of the day Lwtening to Alleen Crrmack's sing-
ing. And how the memoary of those honrs clung to him furever after)
And how changed everythiog seemed when the voics that so charmed
him was hushed forever! But even whea Aileen Cormack was
mouldering io the silent dust, and Kllen Dwyeor was a cloistered nux,
the ivied farm-house—aod above all the bndge—had a charm 10 the
eyes of Ambrose Armstrong waich be felt nmo other spot on earib
conld ever poesess for him. Awnd as the quiet years rolled oa un:il
these last three, he was seld>m misssd duriog the spring and summer
monthe, for many days together, from the river, between Glecbawao
Mill and the bridge and Corriglea.

“1 am always a dreamer, Tom,"” Mr Armstrong repzated again,
otill lookiog earneatly towards the old house, and the urcaard wi:h
ite wall of great bouider s'ones. Hs hewrt sank within him, 43 he
pictured his old achool-fellow and hfe-long friend with his wife and
ehildren driven—as he bad seen so many others driven--far from
their bome. ‘' Tom is a strong young fellow,” he reflected, " who
can make his way in the world. Aad aer for his mother, she can
grumble and complaio to her heart’s content wherever sne is. But
poor Martin's beart wonld break  And then the poor litile girla | "

Naunie and Nellie had called o see bim the previous Banday
after Mass, and how bright and happy they looked as they told him
about their flowers, in that corner that nsel to be so *“ handy " for
the turkeys. At the thought of tha bright, happy litile creatures,
the tears came into the old geotlemat's eyes ; and glascing burriedly
towards his companion by whom he did not wish his emotion ashould
be observed, he was struck by a strange expression in the young man’s

iace,

Yes, there was Miss Cormack walkiog up and, by the bavels iq
her red cloak, and with her long car!s floating on the air.- But what
was there in that to acconnt for that look of surprise and scrrow in
the face of his young friend ?

“ Bhe's & fine girl, Tom," Mr Armstrong romarked, tauntingly.

“ There's no mistake about that, sir,” Tom Dwyer answered, with
a solemuity that tbe occasion scercely demanded. ‘' She has the
name of being the finest and the handaomest, and the most sccoms-
plished girl in the conntry.”

** And she knows how to walk,” added Mr Armstrong, moving a
step backward in order to kaep the young lady in view to tha end of
ber walk~for they wera looking through the arch of the bridgs, *I'd
only ask to ses tha motion of her head to know that she hasa graceful
carriage,  But vow, Tom,” he continued more seriously, * tell me,
ia there anylhing between her and you ! I st more deeply intarestad
in the matter thau you may suppse. I'll pathapa tell you the reason
why another time.”

* There was never & word sbouat it,” Tom answered, with quiet
emphasis.

* Oh, it may not have come to words,” retorned Mr Armetrong,

* Nur to thoughts,” s:id Tom, with a laugh.

“ Aud if I did think of her it would be little use for me, It is
generaliy said that no one bnt an estated man wili get her ; and surs
there's nothing surprising iv that.”

“ You talk like a sensible man, Tom, Her father will expect a
rich husbaed for her, Bat do you koow I think you'd have the
mother's good word ; yon were always such & favoorite with her.
Aund now tell me honestly what was the canse of that look of blank
disappointment I noticed in your face just now ! You were certninly
looking at the lady in the red cloak at the time,"”

* It had no reference to her at all sir,” Tom Dwyer replied, drop-
piag bis eyes thonghtfally upon the ground, * The fact is," he added
alter a paoss, aud with a ead sort of emile, *' the thoughbt that came
acrost my mind when I saw her walking by herself was—hete Tom
Dwyer became embarrassed ; and looking about him, as people wera
apt to do under such cireomstances, he ssw hin father standiog on
the bridge, with his hands resting upon the parapst, much in the
attitude and with the expression of an after-dinner orator, conscions
of baving his speech well by beart, looking smilingly down unpon
them,

My father is glad to see you, sir,” he Temarked, not sorry for
the relief from his embarrassment. 'Tis long since I eaw him in ench
good bumonr.”

* I never saw him in snything bt good bumour,"” said Mr Arm.
strong, retarning Marlin Dwyer's wave of the hand, * Byt certainly
he doeg seem to be in unusually high epirits,” he added, as Martin
Dwyer, hie thin and worn face beaming with childlike glee, floarished
bis hand above his bead, and then brought the open palm slowly down
opon the parapet, 88 the before.-mentioned after-dinoer orator might
bave concluded a rhythmic and convineing peroration,

The old farmer, after snother wave of the kand, got over the
stile with an agility that reminded Mr Armstrong of early daye, and
walked quickly along the path through the meadow which led atraight
from the bridge to his house,

© He's after hearing some news,” said Tom, * Maybe, tia about
the election,”

This rewark brought back the pieture which Mr Armatrong's
fancy bad coojured np a few minutes before—the old farm-house a
desvlate ruin, or occupied by strangers, and Martin Dwyer and hig
family exiles in 8 strange lind, and, as if wishing to drive it away,
he said, hurriedy : —

* Tum, tie up my rod,” and, opening the wooden gate, he crossed
au angle of the next field and came out through soother gate npon
the road, going at once—as a matter of course—io the briage, A
little to bis eurprise, he caught a glimpse of the red cloak disappear-
ing within the glaes poreh ; for it looked ae if the young lady had
scen and wikbed to avoid meeting him, Hig thoughts, however, were
too busy with the old tarm-bouse aud its occupants to give much heed
to the whimg of even the " fisest and the bandsomest g'rl in the
cuuntry ", and he waa rather gtartled & few minntes afterwards when
be felt his hand grasped by Ned Cormack, who welcomed him to
Corriglen Bridge with & warmth that was unusual with him.

“ Margaret saw you,” he said, ' And they all want you to coma
in, Shake haads with Mr Armstrong, Eddy,” be added, turning to
big little son, a bright, carly-beaded boy of six or peven. He'll be
telling bereatter,” he continuad, * bow he met you here on the bridge,”

“Wby," Mr Armetrong aeked, a little sarprised, * are people
likely to remember me bereafter 2"

* To be sure they are,” was the reply, * Evergons misssd you
these two or three years. Won't you remember My Armstrong when
you are a man, Kddy 1"

*Yes, 6ir,” replied the boy, who, however, seemed to be entirely
occupied with tbe wheel of the fishing-rod, which Tom Dwyer allowed
him to turn round and ronnd,

“I'm goirg up with Tom,” said Mr Armstrosg: * But I'll run in
o my way home to eee Mrs Cormack and the young ladjes.”



