
Yes, there wasMiss Oormack walkingup and,by tbehazels iaherredcloak,and withher long curls floatingon theair. But whatwas therein that to account for tbat look of surpriseand sorrow in
the face of his young friend ?"She's a fine girl, Tom," Mr Armstrong remarked, tauntingly."

There'snomistake about that, sir,"Tom Dwyer answered,with
a solemnity that tbe occasion scarcely demanded. "She bat tbe
nameof being the finest and the handsomest,and the most accom-
plishedgirl in the country.""And sheknowshow to walk,"added Mr Armstrong, moving a
step backward in order tokeep tha young lady inview to the end of
her walk— for they werelooking through tbe arch of thebridge. "I'd
only ask tosee the motion of her bead toknow tbat she hasa graceful
carriage. But now, Tom," he continued more seriously, "tellme,
is thereanythingbetweenher and you ? lammoredeeply interested
in thematter than youmay suppjse. I'llperhaps tell you tbereason
why another time.""There wasnever a word about it,"Tom answered, with quiet
emphasis."Oh,itmay not havecome to words," returnedMr Armstrong."Nor to thoughts," sud Tom, withalangh."And if Idid think of her it would be little nseforme. It is
generally said that noone but anestatedman will get her;and surethere's nothing surprising iv that."" Soutalk like a sensible man,Tom. Her father will expect a
rich husband for her. But do yon know Ithink you'd have themother's good word;you were always such a favourite withher.And now tellme honestly what was tbe cause of thatlook of blankdisappointmentInoticedinyour face just now? Ton werecertainly
looking at the lady in tbe red cloakat tbe time."

11Ithadno reference toher atallsir,"TomDwyer replied,drop-
ping his eyes thoughtfully upon the ground. " The faot is,"he addedaftera pause, and with a sad sortof smile," tbe thought that cameacross my mind when Isaw her walking by herself was— here TomDwyer becameembarrassed;and looking abouthim, as people wereapt todo under such circumstances, he saw his father standing onthe bridge, with his hands resting upon the parapet,much inthe
attitudeand with the expressionof an after-dinnerorator, consciousof having his speech well by heart,looking Bmilingly down upon
them."My fathnr is glad to spe you,Bir," he remarked, not sorry fortherelief fromhis embarrassment. 'Tis long sinceIsaw him iasuch
good humour.""Ineversawhim in anything but good humour," said Mr Arm-strong, retnrningMartin Dwyer's waveof thehand. "But certainly
he does seem to be in unusually high spirits," he added,as MartinDwyer,his thin and wornface beamingwithchildlike glee, flourishedhis handabove his bead,and thenbrought theopen palmslowly downnpon the parapet,as tbe before-mentionedafter-dinneroratormighthave concluded a rhythmic and convincing peroration.

The old farmer, after another wave of the hand, gotover thestile with an agility that reminded Mr Armstrongof early days,and
walkedquickly along thepath through themeadow whichled straightfrom the bridge tohis house.'"

He's after hearing somenews,"said Tom.
"

Maybe, 'tis aboutthe election,"
This remark brought back the picture which Mr Armstrong's

fancy had coDJured up a few minutes before— the old farm-house ad^olate ruin, or occupied by strangers,and Martin Dwyer aod hisfamily exiles in a strange Und, and, as if wishing todrive itaway
he said, hurriedly :—"' Tom, tie upmy rod,"and,opening tbe wooden gate,be crossed
an angle of thenext field and came out through another gate upon
tberoad, going at once— as a matter of course— to the bridge. A
little to his surprise, he caught a glimpse of the red cloak disappear-
ing within tbe glassporch; for it looked aa if the young lady had
sten and wished to avoid meetinghim. His thoughts, however,weretoo busy with the old larm-bouee audits occupants togive much heedto the whims of even the" fiuest and tbe handsomest girl in the
country

",and he was ratherstartled a few minutes afterwardswhen
he felt his hand grasped by Ned Oormack, who welcomed him toCorriglea Bridge with a warmth tbat wasunusual with him."

Margaret saw you," he said.
"

And they all want you to comein. Shake hands with Mr Armstrong,Eddy," be added,turning tohia little son,a bright, curly-beaded boy of six or seven. He'llbetelling hereafter,"hecontinued, ""
how he metyouhereon thebridge."

"Why," Mr Armstrong aeked, a little surprised, "are people
likely to remember me hereafter ?"

"To be sure they are," was the reply. "
Everyone missed you

these twoor three years. Won't youremember Mr Armstrong whenyouare a man,Eddy ?""' Yes, sir," replied the boy, who,however, seemed tobe entirely
occupied with thewheelof the fishing-rod, whichTom Dwyer allowedhim to turn round andround."

I'm goingupwith Tom," said MrArmstrong: "ButI'llrun inon my way home to see Mrs Oormackandthe young ladies."

1 (By Chabies J. Kickham.)
CHAPTER IV.-(Continued.)

MrArmstrong returnedhome from Oorriglea that same Friday
more doubtful than everas to Axaby's

"
doing any good." Not thai

he bad lost faithia the efflcwyof Mrs Dwyer'aprescription,or that
thefishing-rod and book of ballads were likely to prove more dele-
terious than usual. Bat there was John Dwyer's eldest daughter
jartreturned from the conventboarding-scbool, and one of the most
intelligent andgracefulgirls he bad seenfor some time."Inever thought of this before," the attorneysoliloquised,ashe
tightened the rein while passing over a little mountain rill that
crossed theroad. "Hedidn'tseema bit surprised either—as Iwa»
—to see her grown such a fine young woman. And so far from
showingany surpriseorbasbfulness athisseeing thechange inher, sbe
lookedand laughed athim as if he W3re still a boy. However," be
continued, lookingat the bright side of the picture, " she appearsto
be asensible girl who won't listen to nonsense. She'll be getting
marriedinShrove. Andnothing worsewill come of it than anout-
breakof poetry. NedOormack wouldba a goodmatch for her,"the
attorney wenton,bis mind reverting to business. " Sbe doesn'tlook
like the sort of girl that would turnupher noseat a man becausehe
or hisfather got up in the world—instead of coming down as so
manyhavedone. I'mgladNed Oormackgot that farm of Connelly's.
He's a decent sort of a fellow." And Mr Armstrong touched his
horse with the whipandgot him into a brisker trot,ashe thought of
the chequepresented tohim by Ned Oormack ongetting possession
of Connelly's farm. "Buthe ought tobuild adecent house, without
waiting for a lease. He'sthe best tenant on the estate now, only
thatbe is so cautious."

The attorney's guess was a shrewd oneenough. Nad Cormack
didpropose for Ellen Dwyer, though Molly Maoogue, who wassup-
posed tobe omniscient insuch matters,nevergot the slightest hint of
it. Ned Oormack was not the man to set people talking about his
match-makinguntilhe hadmade pretty sure thatit would not end
intalk. He learned from John Dwyer's daughter herself that her
vocation was to be a nun,and the escapade to Cork was tha result.
Itwasnot, however, generally known tbat the lady who played the
pianoand wasafraid of tha cows was a great friend andregular cor-
respondent of bis drat lore. la fac, the escapadeto Cork was all
Ellen Dwyer's doing, and ia after yeirs Nid Cjrmack's children
were her pupils and her pet?,and even at the time our story com-
mences—when these children are young women a^d their father's
hair sprinkled with gray—Sister Mary Bernard could never mention
NeJ Cormack's name without blushing. But as for that matter her
nephew,Tom Dwyer, noticed that a rosy tingeused to steal into his
aunt's pale cheek whenever she inquired whether Mr Armstrongstill
camedown theriver to fish. However, it must not be inferred from
this thathe also wanted tomarry her.

On the contrary, even in his father's presence, on that Friday
evening when the attorney's faara for his son'd safety were just
awakened, Miss Dwyer made laughing allusion to the low thatched
house beyond theriver, an1the narrowboreen, at which young Amby
Armstrong blushed like a girl. For it so happened tbat Ned Cor-
mack bal a sister who singcertain favouri c ballads of his with such
ravishing sweetness that the young angler oftej returned to the ivied
farm-house withanempty basket, confessing to Ellen Dwyer that he
had iost the bjst part of the day listening to Aileen C >rmack'a sink-
ing. Andhow the memory of t*iose hours cluug tohim furever after I
And how changed everything Heenaed when (he voici ihat so charmed
him was hushed forever1 But even when Aileen Oormack was
mouldering in the silent dust, and Ellen Dwyer wasa cloisiered nun,
theivied farm-house—and above all the bridge—had a charm inthe
eyesof Ambrose Armstrong which be felt no other spot on earth
could ever possess for him. And as tbe quiet years rolled oa uuiil
these last three, he was seldom missedduring the spring andsummer
months, for many days together, from the river, between Gletbawo
Mill and thebridge and(Jorriglen."Iam always a dreamer, Tom," Mr Armstrong repeatedagain,
still locking earnestly towards tbe old house, and the orcnard wi'h
its wall of great boulder s'ones. His heart sink within him, ds he
pictured his old school-fellowand life-long friend wilh his wife and
children driven—as he had soen so many others driven—far from
their home. "Tom is a strong young fellow," he reflected, '-who
cm make his way in the world. And as for his mother, she can
grumble and complain to her heart's content wherever she is. But
poor Martin'sheart wouldbreak And then tbe poor little girls 1

"
Nannie andNellie had called to see him the previous Sunday

after Ma9S, and how bright and happy they looked as they toldhim
about their flowers,in that corner thatusel to be so" handy

"
for

the turkeys. At the thought of tba bright, happy little creatures,
tbe tenrs came into the old gentleman'seyes;and glancing hurriedly
towardshis companion by whom he did not wish his emotion should
be observed,be wasstruck by a Btrange expressionin the youngman's
face.
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