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There was a little silerice, broken only by the suilen rever-
besatiopy beneath the fraln. And then a man suddenly ap-
peared’ jn the aisle. ’ . .

He was a stoot, red-faced man, with "a black moustache.
His eyes were small and keen, and his chin square and aggressive

*So you're in here, are you?' he demanded as he looked
down ét'the young man and the girl. His voice was low, but
wrathffl. ‘

The young man looked up in the angry face.

* What do you mean by that?* he agfed.
but a ped' spot suddenly burned in his cheeks.

* You. know well enough what' I mean,’ the stout man

"
He spoke quistly.

growled, *‘ You've coaxed this girl away from us. You're ud-
ing her, She’s bound to us by a contract. We mean to hold
her to it., What are you buiting in for?’

The young man had risen and was facing the stranger,

‘I can explain that very easily,” he sald. * The girl necded
a Iriend.’

The stout man chuckled hoursely.

‘A friend,’ he sneered. ‘What does she want of a friend?
Hasn’t she got a friend in.the company? She’ll make all the
friends she wants without picking up the first pretty boy than
winks at her.’

¢ Steady,” said the young man, and drew a quick breath.

The stout man looked across at the girl.

‘ Come, young lady,” he said; ‘your friends are on the
outside waiting for you. Your agreement to go with us is
here in my pocket. You can’t get away from it.’

* Wait,' said the young man, sharply, * That agreement is
worthless, - The girl is not of age, and she has been coaxed
away from home. That lcoks to me like abduction or kid-
napping.’

The_stout man showed his teeth.

‘ She's an honest girl.  She'll come with me.’

The girl's face was pressed againsi the window pane.
did not look around.

The young man had thrust his hands in his side coat pockets,
and his face was close to the stout man’s,

* Now, listen to me,” he said. ‘ The young woman will do
just what she pleases to do in this afiair, and she's not to be
bullied or cajoled. Understand that. Understand, too, that you

can’t bully me. If this girl wants my protection she will det
it.”

—
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The stout man laughed scornfully,

‘ Your protection,” he sneered; *it's a fine brand of protec-
tion she'd get from you, Mr. Wolf! Vour little game is very
gauzy, my young friend. If there was some wpmen here 1o
ook after the girl it would be different, but I don't intend rto
leave her in your hands, trust me for that.’

The young man’s face turned white, and his fip quivered.

And then came a sudden interruption.

The elderly lady arese and leancd forward.
in her fingers.

‘I will take charge of the girl,’ she said in a
* This is my name.’

The stout man stared at the card, and then he stared at
the lady. - He scemed to recognise her name. Then he gave
the girl a hasty glance, scowled at the young man, and drew
back.

‘ That’s different,” he growled, and stalked from the car.

The elderly lady locked at the young man, and he bowed and
ook a chair some distanze away. Then she turned to the girl
It might have been twenty minutes later and the train was
ppeeding away from Yorkviile, when the lady came to him and
ook the chair opposite. v

You are young Mr. Greer, | believe,’

‘I am Dunham Greer.?

‘I thought 1 recognised your face. [ know your father
ery well. ~ I am Mrs. Hamerton, Mrs. Gilbert Hamerton.’
The young man howed, He had often heard of Mrs.- Hamer-

She had a card

quiet tone.

n..
‘I have been talking wi:l} the young girl,” she said, *and I
d she is a, nice little thing. I'm quite sure this adventure
ill not harm her. 1In fact, I am so well .pleased with her
at I am going to take her home. with . She can make
rself useful in several ways. 1 want some typewriting done,
d 1 am going to let her work on my scrapbooks—perhaps
u,have heard of .them? To-night I will” write to her father.”
smiled a little as she looked at the young man. ‘ No
ubt this will relieve you of a rather serious responsibility.?

‘ Yes,’ said the young man with a laugh. ‘It geemed to
getting more serious the longer ¥-had it.  You are very kind
good,’ he guickly added. -
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The lady's face grew Erava, N ) 2 co

‘ For a moment,” she said, ‘ I was tempted to ‘think unkindly
of Jyou, but now I am sure, dear boy, that if your father had
twice -as many millions they touldn’t spoil: you!? -
. And she laughed .and put out her hand.—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.
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An interesting Prize Book, I trust your meritorious labor
may be attended with complete success.

CARDINAL MORAN.

It contains a large amount of useful, instruciive, and inter-
csting matter, an elevating moral tone, some genuinely thrilling
chapters, and a high standard of literary merit throughout. 1
will recommend it as a fine type of Prize Book for our schools,
primary and select, throughout the diocese. ¢ Innisfail * is
a really good book, and has come to stay.

JOHN GALLAGHER,
Bishop of Goulburn,

Your sketches arc very graphic and lifelike, and Y could bless
you for the kind old Irish way in which you speak of the old
land and people.

CANON SHEEZHAN,
Auther of ' My New Curate,’ ele,

I am highly pleased with your book. Apart from my per-
sonal knowledge of some of the actors, especially the chief, there
are touches of descriptive power on ordinary household afairs
which do you infinite credit. ‘

PATRICK PHELAN, V.G.,
. St. Patrick’s, Melbourne.

The book has genuine, elogquent, and dramatic power, and
a force which makes the nerves occasionally tingle.

DUBLIN FREEMAN'S JOURNAL.

Father Hicley writes in an unconveniional, virile style, and
his book 'bears the Impress of a strong and distinct individuality.

THE AUSTRAL LIGHT.

The pictures of pricsts and people are drawn from life, and
it is cheering and edifying to be introduced to the company of
worthies by so genial a guide as the Reverend Author,

IRISH INDEPENDENT. -

The characters are faithfully drawn, and are not unworthy
to be placed beside some of the portraits of Irish clerics in Canon
Sheehan’s inimitable gallery. 2

THE SOUTHERN CROSS.

.

The conversations are teeming with interest. « There is
not a part of ‘ Innisfail * but will interest any reader who can
appreciate such, natural sensations as cne finds in ‘ My New
Curate,” conveyed with the quiet force begotten of a lingering
love ‘of places and persons which time and distance seem only to
have strengthened. :
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" M
An azdmirable tale!

M. J. MURPHY, D.D., V.G.,
~ Maryborough,  Ireland.

"Price, 4s per copy, post.Tree; 3s~6d post -free to Caitholic-
Colleges, Convents, and Catholic Scheols throughout "Australia.
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