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(1 dnora shove G & T Young, Jewellers.

“Oh, no;" Mr Armstrong replied. Tl push plowly back.
wards, and get home at my leisare. I'll only ask Tom to come as
far as the bridge first to put my line throngh the rings.”

An bour later as Mr Armastrong, rod in hand, aud basket on back,
waa bidding Nannie and Nellie good-bye over the gate of their little
flower garden, Nellie exelaimed in surprise : —

# Oh, there {8 Alice in our meadow.”

Bo it was ; nnd"iaﬁng ber hat to attract their attention.

“.And hers is Ponsonby comiog up the meadow, backwards, and
blowmz his whmtle, gald Nannie.

% Yes,”" Tom remarked, * I guessed the greyhound fellowed him,
There he is in the lawa; he doesn’t know what to do to get across
the river. 'Tida too wide for a jump, and he doesa't like the water,”
The white greyhcuad stood wpon the banx, looking wildly after the
retreating figure in the green shooting jacket, and bare-skin cap,
seeming too fascinated by the sound of the whistle lo think of availing
himself o pecond time of the bridge., He went as if to make the
spriog at all hazirds, as Poosonby, still moving backwards up the
meadow, biew a longer and clearer note, bot sgain atraightened his
limbs, erecting his gracelul neck, and gazing wildly towards the
whistler, bat remaining as motionless as a whbite marble statue,
Another pierciog note, and poor Rover became quite distracted, He
looked all around. as if seeking for assistance, ran frantically abont
the lawnp, turning and twisting a8 if in purseit of an imaginary hare,
finally coming back to the river bank, and standing ereot and motion-
less a3 before. He then cronchbed upon the bauk, and letting his fore-
paws slowly into the river—deeper, deaper, but scarcely with a shiver,
a8 a little wavelet splashed against his proud cheast.

' Ob, ehe’s back again,” said Nellie, on seeing Alice Cormack by
the gide of the white greyhound, with her hand against the side of
his head.

“Look at that, Tom," exclaimed Mr Armstrong, delightedly,
" There’s a picture ! There’s agroup! Shea one of Diana’s lovaliest
nymphe! And the snow-white greyhound | No srtist can imagine
aaything more perfectly beautifn'. 1'm very thanktul to you, Pon-
soaby for giving me that dog ™

# I don't knew how he gob across tho river,” returned George
Ponsonby, who by this time hal crossed the meadow and got out
upon tha road-——looking very earoesily as he spcke at the crowsin
the tall elm trees, ‘I blew the whistle after getting over Poul-na-
copel, the way Tom showed me last night, I waas never thioking of
him ; but to my surprise when I got through the grove, and went up
a leap into the rushy field, who shoull be by my side but Rover, I
came back again with him, but you see he won't face the river.
That's what surprices me—how did he get across after me? Miss
Alice is very proud of Bover, and he's very fond of her, Bee how he
ieans his head against her arm.”

W 1'l] tie him up till he gets used to the placs,” said Tom Dwyer,

“Tis him up.” returned Pomsonby. f‘Not at all, He'd never
stir only for the whistle, Don't I leave him at Mick Shea’a? I only
have tu say * 8tay bere, Rover, till I come for you,' and he'il stay as
quict as a lamb, But nothing conld stop him when I blow the whia'le,
She how he looks up intn her face, That's because he’s in misery and
wanta her to comfort him., Bure there’s not a bone ia his body that
I don't know. ‘Tissurprising,” added Ponsonby, turoing his lustrouas
brown eyes towards the bridge, and raking his black beard with his
long thin fingers., ‘’Tis qurprising how like the Christians dogs are
—only the dogs are better natared, except a few. There's soms Chris-
tians, I know,” added Ponsonby, bat with consideralle hesitation and
uncertain'y, © that would not let it go with any dog, but not many."”

i Come on to the bridge,” said Mr Armstrong, laughing at Pob-
gonby's concession in favour of *f the Ohristians,” # and Rover will
coma to ug.”

“ T am wondering why ke never thought of the bridge,” returned
Ponsonby. * But Miss Alice bothered him. S5he made me show her
how to get over Poul-na-cupel ; 'tia quite safe and easy when you'd
kpow how to find the crooked bough But you see there's something
bothering about Miss Alice. 1'd feel it myself when she'd be taiking
to me. She looks straight into your face, and—there's something I
can't describe in it,” added Ponsunby quite rolemnly, ns his wander-
#/0g eyes rerted fora moment upon Alice Cormack, who seemed to be
directing the greyhound's attention on the bridge—" I can’t describe
it ; but some girls are bothering, and Miss Alice is one of them, That's
why BRover conldn’t think of the bridge.”

“Didn't I tell yon not to tell anybody how to cross over Poul-ng-
copel " Tom asked.

“ My God,” exslaimed Ponsonby, turning quickly round, and
looking in indiguant aatonisbment at Tom Dwyer; ' Tom, bow could
Ihelpit? T ocouldn'tthinkof anything but just to do whatever she'd
ask me. Ihope she'll never ask me to throw myself into Ponl-na-
copel,” ke went on dreamily, * as I don't know how to swim.”

“1 suppose it wan all Rover's fault,” returned Tom Dwyer, laugh-
ing. * Only for being obliged to come back with bim you would not
have et Mies Alice.”

“ Of course I wonldn't,” said Poneonby, * These thinga taro ont
very queer, Ho maoy thinge bappen that wouldn't happeo only that
somethbiog else happened, that it puzzles my brain to explainit. I
do be thicking of tbese things while the world i asleep, and Bob Dee
snoring like Tom Quinn’a bellows. But 1 can’t come at it at all to
my satisfaction. And things that yon'd thiok the unkindest things
that could happen to you might tarn out to be the kindest,”

Ambrose Armstrong remembered thess words in after years, and
asked himaeel( what this poor crazy fellow gifted with a sort of second
sight? Many & time was the remark made in Mr Armstrong's hear-
ing thet Georga Ponsouby’s white greyhound ‘* was an unlucky dog
to Tom Dwyer.,” Baut had it not beeo for the white greyhonnd Alice
QOormack might never have learned the secret of crossing over the
¢ Pool of the Horse,” and ., ., ., But it is better to wait till the
occurrence wa were on the peint of blurting out bafore ita time, comes
to pees in the regular and natural conrre of events,

“ You sold the pass on me,” said Tom Dwyer, shaking his head.

“ For heaven'a sake, don’t say that,” returned Ponsonby, twisting
his fingers in his flowing beard. “Do you want to compare me to
Bob Dee? 1 tell you her voice and her eyes put everything out of
my head, except just to do what she asked me.”

(To bo continusd.)
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ST. PATRICE'S SCHOOL, WAIMATE,

{From an occasional Correspondent.)
THe acnual distribution of prires in connection with S8t Patricks
School, which is under the supervision of the Bisters of 8t Joseph,
took place in the schonlroom on the evening of the 2204 of December,
and the proceedings were an unqualified soccess, This, too, is the
occasion on which the display of fancy work, etc,, is held, The
altendance of parents and friends was very large, who evinced the
greatest interest possmble in the proceedings. The RBev Austin
Aubrey, inspector of schools for the diocese, was present, The
schoolroom was beyond description, the work of the Sisters and kiod
friends, the. decorations conaisting of lovely flowers, ferns, etc. The
atage presented a uniqua appearance. 1t would bave been impossible
to improve the artistic get-np. The draping was very tastefully
arranged, and the footlights consisted of fairy-lights of a variety of
colours, the stage itself being ligkted wp with Chinese lanterns, over
the centre of the stage atcod out very prominently the motto, ¥ Cead
mille failthe,” being supported om each side with the greeting, “ A
Merry Christmas,” which was worked in gold on a green ground.
Bo splendidly was the room arranged—the stage and ather decoras
tions ; in front of the stage the beanciful display of fancy work, ete,,
by the pupils,and the handsome prizes to be presented to the anccess-
ful scholars—that one would almost imagine he were in some grest
exhibition. The whole reflected icfinite eredit on the artistic taste
of the Sisters of 8t Josepb., The entertainment usually given at the
breaking-up of 1he school aleo took place, snd was successful beyond
measare, every item being applauded io a very hearty manner, and
this truly not without justification. Kvery item given was starped
with almost inconceivable patlience in its tuition, and the Bisters
really deserve to be complimented on the self-gacrificing labour of
love it muet have entailed in preparing so varied and excellent a pro-
gramme. Bot after all this is nothing out of the coramon with the
Order. Wherever the Sistera of Bt Joseph are there their benign ia-
Guence is felt, snd admirable results follow. The eatertrinment was
opened with the duet, '* Osboroe Quadrilles.” Needlesa to say that
Misses Crimmins, Wall, Dooley, and Bt George did it full justice.



