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Ghe Wjaster of Ballyoshane.
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Dusk. Owerhead a gorgeous red son-
st wus fzst fading to the slate-grey of
sight.

A plancy sez lipped buzily $o the edge
of 1he bench, ever reveding, ever creeping
s litle pearer, mearer. A sagull whistl-
ol mournfully as it winged its way inio
the bevond. Lights were beginning to
twinkie here wnd there ajong the
Wicklow tcast, and & solitary fizure rose
frem tvhe shicgle with & regretful sigh.

*Three whole dsys gone!™ raid Joan
Bcunt, Englishwoman, art sindent, and
bkeiidsy-maker, as she moved arrose the
a15ny jureshore to the road

Witk = final, lingering, backward
rlance at the sea, she erosaed a deserted
railvay-line amd eet her face towards
winlieg, shady wars and green country.
There were mo Terrors in tuz lomely
walk before her. Already it seemed chat
& friendly undersiandicg existed be-
tween the bright-hsired English girk—
who lodged “wid Mrs Kellr bevant™—
and the simple-maiured inhahitants of
the seattered thatehed cotizges rompris-
irg the village of Ballrothane.

Unconsciously the gird  slackened
speed as she sppreached the shabby bron
gates of the one “biz house™ of ¢he
meighbourtood. Through the dence sur-
reurding folisge che caunght a glimpes
of weather-teaten, yeliow walls and
ehnttered windows, The owmer, then,
was still absent. Jeam had heard mueh
during her three davs in Ballvoshane of
“Masther Michael™ and bhad been told
thst ke was in Dublin,

Scmehow ¢he old place and the wa-
kzows young master had a curious in-
terest for ker. Ske weaved romances
anent the fallen fortunes of the head
f the O'Thanes, delighting in her o
ception of picluresque povercy, peenliar-
Ir a feature, in Saxon eves, of Erin’s
ens  Her Loliday, Irg as it was,
woeld no: be quite eompigze withont
an eeeounter with Michael (*Shane, ehe
ti yught, without an exploration of his
mmbiing old home,

A shoffling footstep apd a  boarse
eouzh broke in upon her reverie. From
ihe thadow of the gates & man emerged
«=utiously, and hid s hand upon her
arm. The girl flinched momentarily.

“Don't let me frighten you,” he pant-
ed. “I have been watching for some-
body. and—and—"

His voiee died away into & muwrmur
#s ke removed his hand from her anm
enil iell back against the gate.

Juan's pity was imstantly arcused

Tiis was no tramp, but a eultured gen-
tlep:an, she swiftly deecided. For a space
tbe pair stood motionless. ‘The msn—
Le wzs ldtle more thin a lad—was
eaarly emdeavouring fo regain control
ef himeell. Throuzh tke gloom the re-
fFerded uneertainly the wasted outline
of hin features and slight, trembling
form, ead in & plain it of grey tweed
£'You are flI7” she interrogated gently.
“Irdeed, I am chly anxicus to help you!®

“Thank Heaven!™ he muétered. “Yes;
llu'.’nbrenm—tayin—-lcngtimu

He parced }s hand across his brow as
e talked disjointedly, etaring wildly in-
to the shadows

"But I can't stand it sany longer! I
dom't eare what he says! I meant to
go myself; but it is & long way, and I
am weak—you can go for me.”

"Where ¢an I gor* mysxified Joan
asked.

“Why, to the police barrack!™ he cried
with sudden epergy. “To teil them that
—that—to send them for me! GQuiek! He
M2y mis3 ¢ at any moment, and take
me hack again! 1 ewaped, vou know,
when he thought I was asleep! T was
€00 eunning for him}®

Joan shrank baek, horror-stricken

For & moment the thought flached
upoh her that sbe wae interviewing an
escaped Junatie

"But why must I go to the police
larrack ¥ she faitered,

“¥eou know—the man who dizappear-

ed? It must bhave been in all the
newspapers?  And I wont put up with
it?  Hush! He will be angry when

be find: that I am gune! Never let
him Laow that you belped me! He
would be furions:®

The wild, husky
whisrer.

“Who waz thiz mysterious “he?” The
perpetrator of some buid crime, she was
sure.

TWhat disclosures wonld follow
visit the police barrack?

That her eompanion had been
fired against his will, and had now
escaped, she pathered  vaguelr. The
police larmack wa: a mile beveod the
cottigs wiere che lodzed. and che was
making a rapid ealenlatien as to bow
epeedily she couldget there, wher a third
form loomed up.

“It is he!™ Joan's new acquaintance
gesped.

The girl thrilled with the dramatic
borror of the moment.  The new-comer
seemed to be a well set-up, distinguizh-
ed looking man, wearing rough shooting
clothes. He looked from coe to the
other in & brief sifence, outwardly eool
2nd collected; but Joan poted the ex-
trems pallor of his handzome face, and
when he epoke his voice shook

"An, what a foolish ]ad you are!” he
mid, with an affectionate touch upon
thke Tousger man's shonlder. “You
shounld mot vemtare out uncil yom are
stronger. Come Yack with me pow. 1
am sure¢ you have guite startled this
voung lads.®

Joan looked a hot remonsirance, but
the other mereiy scquiesced sulleniy,
seeming even glad of the support he ae
cepted.

“Yes. vex. I shall yeturn with yow!™
he =mid, hurriedly.

As ther passed up the avenuze topether
Jean rped onwanls.  She decided to po
at once to the police barrack, as she
hzd been requested 10 do.

IL

%o deeply engrossed was she in
thourht that she did not hear a foot-
step behind her, and the ecund of a
quizt voice in her tar was her first in-
timation that rie was oot alone.  The
girl wheeled round, at bay, and eom-
fronted the gacler of the man szhe had
determined to rescue. A pair of keea

voite etk to a

her

con-

bl eves searched her face, rend her in
mont ihougits

. “Who are gou?” phe murmared faint-
y.
The man Lfted his eap,

“I am Michael O%hare,” he answered
flmply. “You are the Exglish lady who
5 staying at Mrs Kelly’s cottage. Pan
domn me for overtaking you, but I must
have speech with you—" He pansed
as thoagh st & kow for words to eon
tinoe.

Joan stood silent, embarrassed,

Fo this was Michael OShanee!

She waa surpriced to find ber ndigna-
tion ebling; that im epite of hercelf her
eompaniea  impreemed her favourably,
with his grave, sunburns faes and pleas-
ant tones.

“T am exiremsly porry that Fats
should hare foreed you into any comnec-
tion with this affair,” he went an pre-
sently.  “Your presence in the road-
way jusxt thenm was an unfortunate acci-
dent, and Heaven knows what the con-
sequences may be!” he finished, half to
himself.

A szadow of sadness fell acroas his
face, & groan broke from him.  Then,
rousing hime!f, uneonscions of his ae-
tion. be iniprisoned her lender hands in
borh his own.

“Wkat do you know?" he demanded,
abruptly.

Jeat’s exes were lifted eouragreously
to his

“I know that you detain =  man
apminst bis wiil for a purpose of yoar
own; that he ereaped this evening. only
to be brought back again by you. whem
he fears that be i3 m some eruel
strait from which I mayr be able to re-
leasr him!™ She eried bokily.

=“That & sll?™

The (hougki that she heand a sigh of
relief.

~And uew yeu intend giviag irforma.
tion of my—my puest at the police bar-
Tack ¥

“Yea

“You will not do anythirg of the
kind.”

“You canast prevent me!®

“No?* THe anghat “You are a free
azent, and yet— Teb me one thing. You
meet me in dapraging erenmstances, Tou
believe me to be a criminal at preseni;
but_ withal, don’ You feel ihat I should
inspire you with eonfidencs. if it were
not {or the Enowledge you bave guined—
that you could trust me?™

The girl was ryet unsable to resist

*Tnder apy other circum:iantes I
thonid heve trusted youw” she copredad
alowly.

“Then will yon gu a step furtzer.and
trust we now?! I wamt your promize
that you will remain «fent about this
evening’s work until I give scu leave
to rpeai. I carnot teil you aZl; but I
believe myself to be in the rizht. and |
ask you to believe me, too.  Will you
try ™
*“No. no! It would be horribie of rme!
And. oh. why should I trust you!™ Joao
cried wildly.

#“Neverthless, T think yon will.” he an-
swersd.  “Ljcten! Your iafermation
will not benefit this man, end no harm
will some t¢ him i Ballveshans. I
swear. VWhereas, if his precemoa is dis-
covered now, rvin aesd destrueticn fol-
low. I have told rom all thet I dare.
You are quiie at liberiy to seek the
police with your story, but wy homour
i{s in your hands. I am going to wee you
back to Mrs Kelly’s now, #nd You <an
make up your mind as we go.*

It was Like a troubled dream to Josn
an they paced mlong the quiet road in
the Angust might betwesn the frazram:
hedgerows, her hand resting meekly up-

oh the arms of this autberitatrre, mys
terious erimi who proved 1o be har
kero, Michael O™thane, 100. When they
reached Mre Eelp's cottage be spoke
again—gently, persuasively.

“You will be silenct®

Joan heard berself saying, °T will™

And then OFhane, with a whisper of
gratitude. raised her fingsrs to his lipa.

“"You brave little girl!® he said won-
deringlr. “You will never repent of
sour elemen-xi™

A momeat later Joam was standing
alone, her brain whirling with the ex.
citement of Yer adventure. O a t7uth
Irishmen were every bir as daring snd
impulaive 85 ther wore =2ii to b=’

ThHe following mworring  Mrs  Hellr
walied into her lodger's rovm. and laid
& parnet in her handa

“A letther which Master Micharl gev
me himself!™ she apnounced import.
antir,

Jats had prssed s wakeful might. Mi.
riacl 4 hice’s blue eves and saddened
fam. the infetien of hiz voice ax  he
thaukei her, refuwd tw be Tthanished
from her mind, Tie words he bagd used
to brnl ber te his wili s1i'l rane in her
Learing: ~{ believe myzelf to be in the
rigls, and 1 want rou 10 belicve in me,
too.”

Tremblpg. she broke tha meal now
and read:

“Thank Moaven, all's well that  eads
well, and T am able to reward rour tenst
by & full coule--dun. My pvianper i
trieel, wio wa:= i > with

desire to give Liwm-elf 9n 1o justiee. In
my {emiorary ab-ente he eceaned rester-
dir as you know. and sousht rour aid-
Vohen I got him back to the house he
Lad alreals re is rash =1ep. and
i r arrested. Had
I zm cure that the
1 their investiga-
od him.

TECE TN

And thi = w2 bhave news that
the man he =urie-=2] dead i= alive, and
pregressi towards recovery. My

tn sar, is mending
A t to remove the han of
siknee imrosed upon you when T had
eontrived 1o ship bim to Ame-i-a, but
ithe hordon has b-en takea from me—
T+ yrur grateful friend.

~Michael O'Fhana"

Mre Kalv'2 Fngiizsh lodger soun al-
raired ker wizsh of explorine the “b'g
hogee,”™ ard th: groun.ls therees. the
mazier wakinr a very capabis ricsrons
Thkat ber holiiay wis thus perfocted.
there js o doudi. Furtherore. whem it
came 19 ax end the fziead: :he bad made
in Ballyoshane wrre comfcrted at part-
ing br the sivr commmication of “Aas-
ther Michael”™ that ber absence wonld
be bat a matter of montha as be was
going 0 feich her bavk to them himme!f!
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CITY FLOUR MILLS,

Banufscturers of TULIP and SNOWDRIFT Brands of FLOUR, WHEATMEAL,

POHRIDGE MEAL, SELF-BAISING FLOUB, also all kinds

of PLAIN and FANCY BISCUITS

Firvt Awwrd at tha Auck!and ¥xhibitien

for Riseul wiih Eﬁsui Mecien (o

UNIPURMITY and EXCLLLENLE OF
QUALITY.

Shortland Street.



