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“8proul,” sbouted the mergeant, * 1'll report you to-morrow,”

Bo be did. And after divers investigations and an immense ex-
penditare of foolscap and envelopes with ¥ On Her Mujesty’s Ser-
vice” in the cormers, it was ooe moroing antouncad in all the
newspapera, metropolitan and provineial, that Sab-constable Jogeph
Bproul was removed from Gurthnahoher to Bhannaclongh,

The first man to congratulate him was Murty Magralh.

“You'ra all right now,'" ssid the sherii¥, thrusting his fingers
down his white cravat, “You're now in the midst of as gentlemanly
& breed of pigs as is {0 be found in Irelacd., Yon'll fiud the changa
very pleasant I can assure you.”

But the pleasant chaoge did not come till later in the sntumn—
hence we had to pat Joe Bproul among the exceptions when recording
the fact that the summer months bad passed pleasantly for nearly
all our friends and aequaintances in the parish of S8hasnaclough.

Nellie and Nannie wers as happy as toe day is long all through
those summer months, never being a day absent from school, till
that “terrible fall of rain '—as their father called it—in the second
week of Angust compelled them to remain away for nearly a whole

week. The roada during that week were flooded for several bundred .

yardi and several feet deep at three different places between the
ivied farmhouse and the little convent among the hille. Bo you see
Nannie and Nellie could not go to school during that week, unless
they constructed a canoe, and knew how to paddle it; as the two
horses, and Jessie the jennet, and even Robin, the old white donkey,
were kept hard at work the whole time burrying away with the hay
from the long meadow, For the river continued to rise and rise after
that *terrible fall of rain™ ti!l fully half the long meadow and a
a wide atrip of Mr Cormack's lawn were under water, and Martin
Dwyer expected to ece his train-cocks set sail down the river in par.
suit of divers trosses, which daring the first day of the flood passed
under the arches of Corriglea Bridge ftom meadows bigher up the
atream. But the train-cocks were saved, " every one of them," as
Martin Dywer trinmphantly told Body Flynn aod a few other in-
quiring friende in the chapel yard after Mass on Lady Day.

Ned Cormack did not fail 10 note the energy and tact displayed
by young Tom Dwyer in getting the hay beyond the reach of danger,
Tom was ably seconded by Jue Cooney, and their example roused
Mick Cormack and Paddy Brien to a degres of exertion of which
tiey had never believed themselves capable, while Maunth Manogue,
s her master said was ““as good e the best of them ™ that day. In
fact tbe removal of the hay-crop of the Loog Meidow on this
occasion wag quite an exciting business,

Alice Cormack waiched the progress of the work with great
interest, ana when the last load moved away, she and her mother
walked over to the old farmhcuee to congratulate Mrs Dwyer, and
get some of Terry Hanraban'’s eve-apples. Of course Naonie and
Nelhe went with them into the orchard--where, somewhat to Mrw
Cormack's surprise, they found the orchard maa’s davghter sittiog on
the praes reading a book, with the tesrs rolling down her sonburat
cheeks. Bhe was n subscriber to the " Susters’ Library,” and paid her
penny & week punctually, She bad finished making a bib for her
litile mster au hour before, and had just come to the mast affacting
part of the story which Sister Navier, who had cbarge of the library,
recommended her to take when paging her paany at the convent on
Batarday—when, fecling a touch upon her shoulder, she looked up
sod sfarted to see the two iadies standing close to her. In spite of
the tears on her sunburnt cheeks, there was something comical 1o
Molly Hanraban's faghtened look, and Naanie and Neile's moarcal
laugh bushed the thrash on the top of the winter pear-ties into
sudden silence in the very midale of bis evening snng, Alice could
not help joining in the laugh, and even Mr+ Cormack smiled as she
took the book from Molly's passive hand,

*OL, yee, Molly,” ehe 1emarked gently, while the girl got upon
her feet; “ths 18 u very aff cting s.ory. 1 dou’s wo:der tha: it
maae you ¢ry, Are you fond of reading ?

* 1 am, me'am™ Molly replied, wiping away the tears with both
sleeven. “I never feel lonesome now. Butween sewis’ and readin’ I
don’t fecl the time passin’.”

* This is a nice little bib you have made,” said Alice, taking the
bib from the grass, and ciiticaliy examining the w rkman-hip,
*“You sew beautifully, slolly,” ehe continned, seeming 1o count 1he
stitches all roucd the hem, ** Wus it the Sistera of Mercy taoght you
tosew ! "

It was, miss,” the girl auswered. “ And when the crchardg
ars shook,” she added delightedly, * { can go to school agan for aix
months, 1 wes mindiv’' the kitchen-garden at Cloonmore sinee the
currants got ripe.  An vow I must stay here, off and o, till we have
the apples drawn home, And after that father says I can go to
school.”

“Iam told that yoo have 8 very good voice,” said Mrs Cormack

*Bplendid” said Nannte. ‘' She’s the best in the etnging class,”

" Well, get me some eve-apples,” returned Mrs Cormack, ¢ and
then come over to the seat and let me hear you sing."”

Molly Hanrahan knew exactly where to lay her band upon the
ripest apples upon the brec—indeed, she had made the selection in

expectation of Mra Carmack’a visit that evening to tbe orchard—and
the quicknets with which she performed her task caused Alice no
little surpris-,

“ Well, now sit dowa aod sing,’' said Mre Cormack, a8 she took
the licile bapke: from Molly and laid it upon the ruatic seat, .

Molly Hanrabaz blushed and smiled and hung down her h?.kd,;
bat teking courage ehe fixed her aoft brown eyes upon the river
below, end sang the *“ Meeting of the Waters,” in a voice of such
exquisite sweetness and with auch correctness and feeling, that Alice
Cormack was first startled and then spelibound, aud when the song
wag concluded, stared in amazement at the orchard-man's danghter
for two whole mioutes, evidently regarding her as something
altogether incomprehensible.

“You certainly have a very sweet volce,” said Mra Cormack with
an amueed smile &t ber daughter's astonishment, ** Will you sing
another song for ug 7"

‘“ Bhe bas every song you could mention," said Nellie. * Bat
when I saw tha sun shining on the water I knew that was the one
she was going to sing. I wonder is the Vale of Avoca anything like
thia }

“1I'm sure it is not half so nice," returned Nannie. *“I conld
Bot rest in the Vale of Avoca, I couldn’t live anywhere else bot
here. But 1sauppose Moore meant that whatever place yon'd like
best would be a Vale of Avoca.”

*You are very fond of your home, Nannie,” said Mrs Cormack,
pushing back the golden hair from Nasnie’s forehead with her closed
hand, and looking somewhat sadly ioto the mild bloe oyes that lost
all their melancholy in responding to the glance that dwelt so kindly
upoa them, " Your heart will have taken deep root ia your ¢ Vala of
Avoca,’ too, Nannie ; and yet I dearly love the Vale in which I have
found a very happy home.” And Mrs Cormack looked down at har
pretty home, with the thick fir-grove behind and the nestly kept
lawn in front, asshe addad, as if to herself, * indeed I doubt that
people who do not care for the spot where they were born, and spent
their childhood, are capable of caring much for any place or any
person either."

Nellie's bright dark eyes expresged snrprise, and indeed incom-
prebension, as she fized them npon Mrs Cormack’s face—the while
automatically gathering her coal-black bair behind her esrs, in the
same way as the gloved bands had done her sister's fair tresses.
But Atice seemed to onderstund the matter very well, and toroing
round quickly, fixed a lingering look on the hoase with the glasa
porch—observing as she did so that her father and little Eddy were
gtariing on their costormary walk to look at the sheep, Then
Margaret appeared outside the door, with her red cloak on her arm.
Bhe must walk by the fir-grove this evening, as the river has over-
flowed the walk by the haz:ls, But, to Alice’s surprise, instead of
going round to the fir-grove, Margaret returps quickly to the house,
and disappears within 1he gluss poreh, Alice looked around to zes if
8h¢ could discover an  explanation of this sudden retieat.
It could mot be Martin Dwyer, with his coat oa his arm
and & rake on his shoulder, even though his shadow seemed to resch
all the way to the bridge from where he stood on the site of the last
train-cock, Nor would Margaret have run away from the white grey-
bound, etanding on the brink of the water, and showing not the
slizhtest symptom of having gone mad. Tom Dwyer is too far away,
up among that thick ciuster of hay-cocks near the road, to have had
anything to do with that sudden change of purpose oun the part of the
be.uty of Rockview House. But stay | there s somebody coming.
The avenue gate is ewung open, acd Alice saw Mr Robert {"Keeffe
riding at an easy trot towards the hunse,

Mrs Cormack caught sight of Mr O’Keeffe as he gracefally reined
in his handsome bay borse and said hurriedly : —

‘' Cume, Alice, we mugt be off. Daar me, how near the honae is H
and yet how long the way ecems round by the hridge.”

Alice was surprised at ber mother's haste ; but it was not the
firet time that she noticed Mrs Cormack’s soxiety to be in the houss
whepever Mr O'Keeffe called. Nannie avd Nellie were a littls sar-
priged, too. They bardly ever knew Mrs Cormack to leave withont
sayiog good-bye before. And Tom's dark eyes would bave betrayed
his disappointment to the most uncbservant beholder when he saw
Alice end ber mother waiking quickly towards bome—for be intended
to accompsany them at lesst ng far as the avenue gate,

But we regrst to be obliged to record that the feeling was in no
way shared by Alice,

Molly Hanorahan also Jooked cast down for a moment on finding
kerself alope ; but just then Terry Hanrahan waa seen leading his
male through the orchard gate, and Molly jumped up to gather the
necessary supply of apples, while yet there was light, for the * pat-
tern,” The “ pattern ™’ was beld every year on * Lady Day, iz Har-
veat,” in the hittle churchyard where Aileen Cormack was Isid to rest
long ago.

Mr Armstrong will buy some apples at the pattern to-morrow
from Terry Hanrahan, as he has done every Lady-Day for five-and-
twenty years. Then he'll stroll among the graves, remarking to bim-
self that the dressed graves are not nearly 8o numerous ae they used



