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She scon began to meet the early
workers, and many of them bade her
& cheery “Good morning,” and this
was aimost as good to ber as a meal.
£he had not for many days set eyes
on a fellow creature—except the young
secretary, whom she now thought of
with a smile—who hud not i:een an
enemy; and the ring in her voice and
the light in her eyes, as she returned
thosc greetings, made more than ong
of those who passed turn and look bazk
at her.

Presently she came to a farmhouse,
where a woman was busy in the yard.
- 8She went up and asked her for some
food. But the-wonsan turned with a
scowl, and tgld -her:ito be off. “They
didn’t want “any  frolioping beggars
there.” But as.she was moving away,
the farmer ¢ame aut, having overheard
the rebuff. FH,; spoke sharply to his’
wife, and caliedrOlive back, and offer-
€d her same coppers.,

“I don’t. waht' money, thank you,”
she rerliéd: I .asked for food.”

“Wait,” he saidjand fetched her half 4
a loaf, a.hunk of cheese, and a bottle’
of milk. “¥ou ¢an rest in the barn, ¥
you've a anifpd to, and eat it there)”
and he himself led the way to it, ‘and
made her a camfortable heap of hay.

Olive thanked 'him, and asked his
name, saying she would repay him.
e told her his name with a laugh,
and said she 'iieedn’t mind, as a bit of

bread and chdese were of no account |

to anyone. He just wished her well
out of her trgubles.” *

She ate’he¥ breakfast with a relish,
and was prepdfing to start, when the
wife camg inte. the barn. She was
sorry for her harshnéss, she said, but
fomething hagd put her out that morn-
ng. \ ;

“I didm’'t see your-face, either,” she
added. ‘“You're over young to be in
this plight. Deary, deary, .you're only
a girl,” and her eyes ghone with com-
passion.

“It's only for a time, thank you. I
have fricnds when I can get to them,”
and she rose to leave. « :

“I. don't want to ask questions; but
it’'s easy to see that you don’t bohnﬁ
te these parts.. Your talk shows that”

“I'm from the other side of Eng-
land.” % :

“And begging too! ‘Deary me! But’
you lcok ahave that,” she added, with
a touch of suspicion.

“And begging, a8 vou say,”
Olive, with, aréther smile.

“Why donit.you to turn to and do
some holiest ‘Wwork for a lving?” .

“Ah, ré's plenty of work waiting
for me at$le eng of my tramp. Thank
you for the sneal,-and aiso for the rest.
I must get on now.”

“And what are you when you do
work?"” : N e ¥

“I can sing,’ answered Olive. “Didn’t
you hear pof the “theat company
that failed’in Bbdinin, If ever you see
the name of . Alicé Garstang in an
opera, you can remember this break-
fast you've, given me. . -

Tell tm"ﬁ .;8he  dared not, lest
any clue should Be given in case of in-
quiries by Merpidew; 8o she tried in-
directly to mislead the good soul.

“So you're one of them theatricals,
are you?"' There was a disinct note of
contempt in the tone, and all the com-
passion died out of the eyes. *“Weli, it
you're tramping back to Londoh a

replied
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nioney to help her on the journey that
undertaking was sufficiently formid-
able. "
But the result of the evening’s ex-
perience justified her confidence in her
ability to overcome these difficulties.
In the dusk she walked into a large
village; and determined to put into
practice at once her idea of singing in
the street.

At first the notes would not come,

 however. She was so nervous, so sham-

ed, and so terrified by the sound of her
own voice that she could scarcely make
herself heard. She broke down entirely;
her face flamed,
silenced her.

But she was not of the nature to be
beaten. Moving on, she scolded herself
almost fiercely for this weakness. She
must sing. The alternative was to beg
or starve. She must find a means of
getting a lodging for the night.

Aflter a little delay, she made another
attempt, and this tiine fought with
her fright and conquered. It was dark-
er then; and the darkness was once
more a friend, For a few mars, her voice
iquivered -and trembled threateningly;
' but gradually it strengthened; and the
rieh mezzo-sopranc notes rang out

to her, and ¢ompelling them to listen.
PFirst one, and then #nother, came
forward and put something into her
hand;' #nd then an incident 'occurred
which turned the tide all in her favor.
One of a number of men who had
sloped to listen uttered a coarse, jeer-
L ing remark about her; and some others
“called to him to hold his tongue. Irri-
tated at this, he went toward her, and
standing in fiont of the rest, imitated
her singing, and at last tried to put his
arm about her waist, as if to kiss her.
| The next moment he lay on his back
from th2 blow of a brawny fist dashed
into -his face, and the man who had
struck the blow, a . powerful giant of
about _forty years of age, stood over
him, ‘obviously ready to repeat it, .
“All _right, my girl, I'll stand by ’'ee.

to the fellow, “or it'll be worse for 'ee
‘next time, You sing, missie, and I'll
take  the hat round.” A Httle cheer
went up fdér him, and when he brought

"was astonished to find herself in pos-
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he woman tlirew up her hands. ‘sesion of two or three shillings.

~ The man was as shrewd as he was

see,”” he said, when she had finished,
and had thanked him. “And there's

A48 a fool, Let me stand by ’ee while ye
sing next time. I'l-see ’ee through.

He was as good as his word; and
when Ofive was too tired to sing any
more that “evening, she had collected
five shillings and sixpence.

Nor was that all. When he heard
'that she had no place to sleep, he in-
lﬁt_gd upon her going with him to his
wifé. And the wife was as kind as her
burly husband.

“I hope you hit 'un hard, Jack,” she
said, when she heard of the fellow's
blackguardism; and would take no
denial when she declared that Olive
must stay the night under their roof.
After supper, Olive sany to them both,
and as the woman sat listening, the
tears rained down her face until she
had to cease her furtive attempts to
wipe them away, and wept openly and
without disguise.

gpare meal won't come amiss. Wait
while I get you a pasty,” and hurrylng
into the house, she returned with a
large meat pasty. 2
The tears were very close to Olive's
eyes as she took it and thanked the
woman. I don’t hold with theatricals

myself, but I can’t see a young golll

like you wanting for food. You're wel-
come; and good morning.”

Two ideas came to Olive as the resuit
of the good woman’'s questions. She
would keep to the name she had chosen
at haphazard and would use her voice
to earn her bread on the long journey
before her. She had not sung since be-
fore her father’s death; and, fortunately
Merridew had no knowledge that she
could sing. If he made any inquiries,
therefore this story would put him off
the scent.

The second thought was that she
must keep the fact that she was still
alive a close secret until she .could
jearn what had occurred at the house
on the moor after her escape. If he
believed tht she was dea, she would
have an immense advantage in the
further investigations she had to make.

Abandon her task of finding out the
tinih and clearing her father’'s name
and her own, she would not. Nevd,
while life lasted, would she give up heg
work or abandon hope.

All that day she trudged on stead-

ily and unfaggingly; resting about
mid-day to eat half of the farmer-wo-
man’s pasty. She found her way on to
the London road, and set her face
castwards with a heart as brave and

resolute as though her walk was to

end a few miles farther on.
She had plenty to occupy her thoughts

apart from the circumstances of her.

journey. Indeed, these troubled her
very little, She would rather sing than
Leg; but she had no doubt that by one
means or the other she would manage
to get through.

Her great problem was the decision
as to her future course; and there were
the hundred questions which had been
harrying and perplexing her in all these
days in regard to Jack.

While she had been in captivity, she
had passed many a bitter hour in anx-
jous speculation as to whether the!
plans against him had been pushed for-
word; and one of th# keenest causes
of her anguish had been the inability
to communicate with him.

And now there ' was an obstacle
scarcely less insuperable.In her opinion,
it was of the most critical importance
that Merridew must believe her dead;
and were she to write to Jack, she '
rould not make sure that her letter
would not fall into wrong hands, anﬁ
80 reveal her secret. She did not know
how far Merridew or Mrs. Taunton, or ;
those in league with them had managed
to get her lover into their power. They
might even have control of his letters.

If all was well with him, he would,
of course be intensely anxious about
her; and although she was eager to re-
tieve his fears, she determined not to
do anything until she had heard that
‘It could be done safely.

Her intention was to make her way
fo Frampton, to Mr. Casement, in the
prst place; and with neither food nor

. kissing her.

* ard, and that's true. He wouldn't face

| We see’'d, o' couse, you were in trouble,

| to be driven to the nearest station, and

Then Olive told them something of
. the journey bhefore her; and the good

soul mothered her as if she had been
{ her own daughter, and put her to bed
with a care which could not have been
more thoughtful had Olive been a little
child,

In the night, Olive woke to find her
‘bendlng over the bed. “Don’'t 'ee be
I-8cared, child. It’s no one but me; just

seeing that you're all right,” and as

the pillows were smoothed, Olive felt a

tear drop om her face, ‘“Sleep well,

child; that's a terrible journey you
have before ’ee,”’

With a grateful thought of the wo-
man’s kindness, Olive was soon asleep
again, serenely happy at having found
such a friend in her hour of need.

In the morning she counted over the

! earnings, and then found among the
coins two soveregins. Then she saw
the reason of the night’s visit to her
room. The tears would not then be
denied; and she was weeping happily
at the thought of this fresh act of kind-
ness, from those to whom such a sum
meant so much, when Mrs. Polforth
came into the room. :

“My man would like to see ’ee before
he goes to work. Will ’ee hurry?”

Qlive held up the sovereigns,
looked at her through her tears.

“Eh, but that’'s a rare bit o’ luck,”
she exclaimed.

“You don’t know me, and yet you
would deny yourself to this extent,”
said Olive, smiiing.

“Hear her now. As if it were aught
of my doings!

“My dear, good friend,” cried Olive,
*“But I'll come down and
speak to you both about it.”

She hurriedly finished her dressing
and went down. But the man was
gone.

The wife received her with a half
shamefaced smile. ‘‘Jack’s a rare cow-

and

'ee, when I said it was found out. It
was his doings, and he swears that if

I take a permy of it back he'll thrash[

me. And he has a terrible fist, my dear.

an’ that —oh, my dear, you must take
it. It’s just to get 'ee home.”

At they they both cried in sympathy;
and Olive consented to take the money
and return it. Then the wife said she
had arranged with a neighbor for Olive

her husband had left word about the
time of the train she could catch.

And so her troubles were over, and
by ten o’clock she was in the train on
her way to Mr. Casement.

She sat a long time thinking over this
unexpected kindness, and then opened
the paper she had bought at the sta-
tion. She was turning it over rather
listlessly, when she sat up suddenly
with a cry of dismay, as she read one
of the larger headings.

“The Foreign Office Mystery.”
“The Robbery Still Unexplained.”
“The Hon. John Fenwick’s Statement.”

CHAPTER XXXIX.
“Mollie O’'Brien.”

especially that portion which contain-
ed Jack’s explanation of his part in the
papers from the Foreign Office; and
matter. The report left no doubt on
her mind that he was suspected of
complicity in it; and , the comments
upon his statement, while not openly
accusing him, made the case look very
black.

and choking sobs

clear and beautiful, drawing the people

They know me. You get away,” he said |

Olive back what he had collected, she

kindHearted. “You're new to this, I can !

bad trouble -behind, or John Polforth '

“I am perfectly willing to tell all I
know,” he said; “and have received
permission to make a statement. For
some days before the robbery, I had
been in a condition of intensely restless

nervousness on account of the lady 1°I

whom I am engaged to be married, We
had already received a warning that
some robbery was being planned, and
had taken all precautions that appear-
ed possible. But as nothing Qnusual oc-
curred .for some days, the warning was
set down as one of those which from
time to time reach us.

“On the day of the robbery, the 30th,
I went as usual to the office. I was
even more anxious than ever on ac-
count of the lady I have mentioned;
and just before I should have started
to take some papers to the house of
the Minister in Cromwell Gardens, a
letter was put into my hands to the
effect that her life might depend upon
my going at once to her. The address
was on the other side of London: 25,
Rosebry Villas, Finchley. In my agita-
tion I thought of nothing else, and
rushed away, without 8 word to any-
bne. :
‘““That omission was, of course, inex-
cusable, and I do not defend it. I hur-
ried to the address with the utmost
haste, to find that nothing was known
there either of the letter or of the lady
herself. I was deeply distressed and
algrmed; and after some little time I
returned, ealling on the way at the
house where the lady had been living.
Hearing nothing of her there, I went
on to the office. In my agitation it had
never occurred to me to connect the
letter with the warning we had receiv-
ed; and I did not do that until on my
return, I heard that a robbery had
taken place, -~

“I was told that during the luncheon
hour, just when the fewest clerks were
in the building, I had returned and

_had gone straight to my desk, had tak-
en up the papers which were lying for
me to take to the chief, and with them

in my hand had goae into his room
| and shut the door; and that a few min-

' utes later, I had come out of the room

and had left the building. All the time

I hai not spoken to aryone, and it was

' observed that my manner was Very

singular. i

“On leaving I was said to have called
‘a hansom and given the address in
{ Cromwell Gardens. The drivér of the
hansom has since been found, and be-
lieves he can identify me as the per-
son whom he drov there. He declares
that I paid him and disniissed him at
the door of the house. I am fext ‘said
to have delivered the papers to the foot:
.man to give to his master; and that
I appeared very flurried and agitated.

‘“My answer to all this is that at the
. very time I was hurrying to and from
the addresses at Finchley. And at this
! point comes the greatest mystery. I
told exactly what I had said there,
and immediately went out to the ad-
dress with a detective inspector to ver-
ify my story. But a different servant
opened the door to us, and I was told
that I had not been to the house be-
fore that day, no such servant as I
described—the one that I had seen ear-
lier, of course; a stout, fair florid wo-
man of about thirty, and a German,
I think—was there, or ever had been.
In a word, my statement, instead of
being corroborated, was denied. No
questioning could shake the girl’s story
and a search of the house resulted in
nothing which tended in the least to
discredit her or to confirm my state-
{ment. I may add, however, that the
house was at once placed under police
observation. Late the same evening,
the girl went out in a cap and apron
with ‘& jug, and was seen to enter a
1 public-house; but was not seen again.
The jug was left on the counter, and
the .girl, it is supposed, took off her
cap and apron, slipped a shawl over
her head, and left my another door.
The house is now untenanted.

1 “I can offer no further explanation
oOther than the facts as I have told
them. I know, of course, that I have
been made the victim -of a cleverly
planned and boldly executed conspir-
acy; that I was purposely decoyed
away in order that some one make up
to resemble me might get into the
building for the robbery. But I am also
aware that two ofher views are held.
One is, that I myself was the -thief;
and the other is that in a fit of tem-
porary aberration I acted as described,
unconsciously, and abstracted .the pa-
pers.

“Both these suggestions are the ver-
jest rot. I am neither a 'thief nor a
madman. Meanwhile, I am all but
ruined; I have nothing but my own
word in proof of my statement, and
nothing but my consciousness of in-
nocence to support me in a very dark
hour.”

“Of course we must not fail to recog-
nize that Mr. Fenwick’s statement may
be true and that his explanation the
correct solution. .

Meanwhile, where are,the stolen pa-
pers?”’

Olive’s cheeks flamed with indignation
as she read this last sentence. She
knew where to look for the perpetrators
of the theft; and when she read for the
second time the description of the ser-
vant whom Jack had seen on his first
visit to the house, she recognized it as
fitting Anna Hartmann.

What was she to do? The problem
was a distracting one; and during ajl
the rest of the long journey her
thoughts were full of it. She could of
course, give information which would
place the woman at once in the hands
of the police; but what would result?
The whole gang would immediately
take alarm and disappear. Anna, in her
colid way would deny Jack’'s statement:
and even if she were held in custody
it would not really clear Jack. All the
flutter caused by the arrest would ren-
der the ultimate discovery vastly more
difficult, extremely improbable indeed;
while Olive’s investigation would, at the
same time be impeded. It one arrest
was made, there must be many others;
the net must be spread as wide as pos-
sible.

Olive read with deep and painful in-
tercst the report of the robbery of the

She was shrewd enough to see that the
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{question which the newspaper had ask-
ed was really the vital point. Where
'were the stolen papers? Olive had
learnt enough of matters to be able to
guess the answer to this. Either they
had already been handed over to the
people for whom they had been stolen,
or they were in the keeping of Mrs.
| Taunton, or Merridew. Probably the
former.

| It must be her work to ascertain this.
And find this out, she must, at the
same time, hit on the means of helping
ot solve her own problems.

She already had a thought in the con-
nection. She had not played the spy in
the Minister’s house for nothing. The
‘experience had taught her the value of
such a method and she was quite ready
to make another attempt.

She had before recognized that in at-

tacking Merridew first, she had made

a mistake. It was the mother who had

been at the bottom of the scheme
! agrinst her; and it was Mrs. Merridew
. who must be watched in the future.

Olive’s idea had been to gain an ad-

mittance to Silverbeach, getting a

place in the household there—just as

she had in Cromwell Gardens.

It was there, if -anywhere, that she
. would gain the information she needed
, ot expose the fraud of that early mar-
'riage; and as soon as the,idea had
taken firm reot, it was strengthened
with every mile of her journey.

Then another development occurred to
her. If she could contrive to force Mer=
ridew to Silverbeech, and then manage
to overhear the conversation between

;mother and son, she might indeed dis-
, cover her secret. She knew every nook
and cranny of the big rambling house.
It was a very old house, with more
than 6ne secret chamber, staircase, and
hiding-place; constructed cunningly in
the times when the former masters of
the Manor had been involved in plots
and ' counterplots’ against the govern-
ment in the times of the Rebellion, and
later.,

Hef qgick inventive wit soon suggesed
a scheme; and before she reached Lon-
don she had firmly resolved to put it
into execution,

Instead of going at once to Mr. Case-
ment at Frampton, she would go to the
rooms which she had taken’ in her
character as a private detective, and
secure a fresh disguise. She had left
some money there, and a few hours’
delay would enable her to complete her
prebarations. And London, of all other
i places, was the best for the purpose.

She ‘would get into Silverbeech - by
hook or crook, and she would go as ®#

J Irish girl, Molly O’Brien. And shé'saust
both look and play the part so that
even her own old servants should hot
j Técognize her, And then she smiled as
she thought that she would first test
s her disguise on Mr. Casement himself.
| ~ Mo ‘questions were asked at 'the house.
The explanation she had already given
had been accepted; and as she pald
liberally for the rooms, the landlady
took' the money and turned the key
‘upon her curiosity.

Olive's first act was to repay the
loan to the Polforths with one line.

“Alice Garstang will call one day for
the reccipt.”

Then she sat for a full hour before
her glass studying the changes she
had to make in her appearance. Then
she went out and posted her letter and
hought a black wig: one of those ex-
travagantly crimped affairs, spreading
out wide on either side of the head
and coming low down on the brow.
She cut off close {o the head the flaxen
curls of ‘“Rosa Baumstein,” and dyed
the little hair left as well as the eye-
brows and lashes. A tint of roug=2
skilfully applied gave her an Irish
complexion; an@l a very little effort en-
ahled her to alter the contour of the
lower part of the face. She knew she
could 1"eply upon herself to maintain
this -

The figure was easier. Away went
the broad hips which the German girl
had had. The waist was lengthened
to the greatest extent, the effect being
increazed by the dress on which she
tad decided. And as a finishing
touch, she manufactured a slight hump
en one shoulder. The Irish accent gave
her no trouble. She had more than
once played an Irish part in theatri-
cals, and loved the brogue, and had
practised it constantly; while her na-
tive wit would enable her to manage
the turn of phase and dialogue.

The task occupied her until far into
the night; but it was finished before
she went to ped; and she was entirely
satisfled with the result.

Taking her own costume with her,
she started early the next morning for
Frampton and, leaving the box at the
station, she walked to Mr. Casement’s
office and asked to see the lawyer on
a matter of importance.

“He’s very busy this morning,” ob-
jected the clerk. “What is it you
want? And what name?”

“And, sure, it's Mollie O’'Brien my
name is, from Cloghereen, by Killar-
ney; and a bad day it was for me that

iver I left it. But I'll have the law
on ’em if I have to sell my ould shoes
and walk bare-futted for the rist of my
days. That I will.”

The other clerks began
“What is the business ?”’

“Sure, and are you the lawyer him-
sclf 2 Faith, ’'tis a bright gossoon ye
are, wid an air about ye and a hand-
some face o' your own, Sut divil a
worrd do I shpake o’ my matters to
anywan save the masther. You tell
him_ that Mollie (O’Brien, of Clogha-
reen, must sec him. Ah, now,” she
added, in a wheedling tone and with
a wink, “just get me to him quick
[er the rroth of a bhoy ye are.”

Mr. Cibbons, the managing elerk,
came forward then. “Let
what it is,” he said.

“Ah, the top of the morning to Ve,
Mr. Casement,” said Olive, with a
curtsey. “Sure, the O’Shaughnessys,
of Ballybrack, tould me you—"

“I am not Mr. Casement,” he inter-
posed; “but you had better tell me
vous husiness and I will see if he can
sce you.”

“Sure, it’s & handsome set of childer
the ould sphinx has,” said Olive,
roguishly; and at this they all laugh-
ed again. “But it's vour father I'm
afther wantin’ to seec all the same.
And all this time ye're keepin’ me
here, sure, the justice I'm seekin’ is
gettin’ coulder and goulder every min-
ute.”

“Well, Mr. Casement’'s engwged just
now,” replied Gibbons.

“Then thexe'll be no harm in my

4

to titter.

me hear

waltin’, will there?” and she placed a
chair for herself in the middle of the
floor and sat down. “I suppose it's
kape him in a box or a glass case, ye
do 7

Mr. Giibbons went into Mr. Casement
then and brought word that the law-
yer would see Miss O'Brien.

“Miss O'Brien, is it?"” laughed Olive.
“Sure, that me sister, Maggie, scein’
that we're twins and she was born an
hour in front o me;” and with this
last sally she walked into the lawyer’s
private room wondering if he would
recognize her.

“Good-morning,”” he said politely,
pointing to a chair. “My clerk tells
me you wish to see me personally.”

Olive’'s cyes twinkled with mischief
when he did not know her. *“And is
it. the rale lawyer I'm shpaking to at
last ? Your sons in there—"

“They are not my sons at all; my

clerks. Now, please, what is the mat-
ter T’
. “Whisht, now, can the gossoons hear
ug 7 and Olive pulled him by the coat
sleeve and pointed mysteriously to the
outer office.

“Oh, no. Don’t fear that at all,”
was the smiling, good-humored reply.

“Ah, well, that's good;” and she
nodded her head very knowingly.
“Well, now, I want to talk to ye about
—" she paused, and lowered her
voice—‘‘well, about mysilf. But sacret,
moind, sacret as the grave. I want
to ask ye to git me a situation.”

At first the lawyer was so surprised
that he stared at Olive in blank am-
agement. Then the absurdity of the
thing appealed to him with irresistible
force, and he leant back in his chalr
and burst out laughing! |

Olive was as serious as any judsge,
and looked a little' offended. “‘And
sure, does it shtroike ye as funny I
should want for a chance to earn my
livin’?” she asked.

“No, no, my good soul. But you've
made a mistake. You want a servant’s
registry office.”

“Hear to that now,” cried Olive,
throwing up her hands, “And whin it
was Miss Olive hersilf tould me to
come to ye!”

“What's that?”’ cried Mr, Casement,
instantly becoming serious as he look-
ed fixedly -and searchingly -at' Olive.
“What Miss Olive do you mean?”

‘And.then. she paused to enjoy his in-
tense perplexity.

CHAPTER XL,

At Silverbeech.

“Quick, girl, quick, .tell me, what
Miss Olive 'do .you mean?’ said Mr.
Casement impatiently, -at Olive’s pause.

«Begorra, what other ‘Miss Olive
would I be afther knowin’ éxcept Miss
Olive Parmenter, at all at all? Just
the natest, swatest, little "darlint, loike
mysilf.”

“You don’t' understand. Tell me
news of her'and I'll do anything in my
power to.help you.” He spoke 80 earn-
estly that Olive could hold out no long-
er, v

“Forgive me this deception, my dear
friend, but I was eager to see if the
¢isguise would mislead your shrewd
gaze;” and Olive having dropped the
brogue from her voice, held out her
hand.

“God bless my soul!” exclaimed the
lawyer; and his astonishment was so
complete that for the moment he for-
got to take her hand. Then he held it
and pressed it in both his. “God bless
my soul,” he cried again, deeply mov-
ed.

Olive was greatly touched by this
reception; but when she saw how real-
ly affected he was, she laughed, and
said in her brogue: ‘‘And, sure, the
colléen was right, and ye’ll get me the
situation?”

“My dear child, you've given me the
greatest fright I ever had in my life.
I didn’t know what to think. I was al-
most afraid that—"

“Jt was very nearly the worst you
could think, too,” replied Olive. “I have
a long story to tell you. But I wish the
secret of this disguise to be kept. I'd
better not stay here to tell it. May I
go to your house?”

“Not to leave it agzin, I hope,” was
the hearty reply. Then a twinkle came
into his eyes. ‘Go to my wife and tell
her you're the mew girl I've engaged.
I'll be home in less than half-an-hour.
And we’ll have all-the afternoon to-
gether.”

Olive fetched her box from the sta-
tion and when the cab set her down at
the lawyer’s house she walked past the
servant, telling her ;that she was ex-
pected, and entered the room where
she knew she would find Mrs, Case-
ment.

“Faith, but you're a bit stuffy here,
and that’s no lie; different from dear
ould Cloghereen, and that’s the truth,”
she said without any preface, as she
sat down and picked up a book. ‘“And
now, will I begin the readin’ at once;
or what'll I be afther doin’? Devil a bit
do I know what a companion does; and
the old lawyer niver told me a worrd,
at all, at all,”

Mrs. Casement stared at her as if she
were a lunatic. “Who are you, and
what do you mean by coming in in
this style?”

“Begorra, and who should I be, but
just Mollie O’'Brien, your new compan-
jon? And what would I mean by com-
ing, if it wasn’t the lawyer his.own silf
that sint me. Ah, but you've a lovely
face wid a heart behind it as soft as
mother’s milk, and as warm as a' new-
boiled pratie. Sure, and didn’t she tell
me I'd fall in love wid yez, the moment
my eyes fell on your swate face. And
it’s true as if the praste himsilf had
said it.”

“Do you mean that my husband
sent you here? Mr, Casement?”

“And isn’'t he comin’ himself the
moment to prepare ye, only, seein’ I'm
here first, I've saved him that trouble.
And now, is it read to you you'd be
afther havin’ me, or what is it?” And
she laid aside her hat and pretended
to arrange her widely-crimped hair.

Mrs. Casement had risen in her as-
tonishment, and now sat down again
and stared helplessly at Olive, who
was unconcernedly turning the leaves
of the book as if expecting to be told
to read. “What's this, in the name of
the saints? The Pomes of Tennys-son.
And who was Tenny, when he was at
home. There’s heaps of pomes. Will I
try wan o’ them as a shtart?” and she
looked up with a roguish smle.” “I'm
no graat shakes at pome readin’, and

that's tie truth. Miss Olive had to ad-

mit that wid her own swate lips, the

darlint.” = -

Mrs. Cdsement was no less interested
by this than her husband had been by
the former mention of Olive’s name, .
and asked, as he had, what Miss Olive
she meant.'

“That little divil of an Olive Par-
menter, who else?”

“Do you mean " "you know Miss Par-
menter?”

“'Tis mysilf I don’t know anny
better.”

“And can you give me any news of
her?” .

At this moment Mr. Casement entered.
“Richard, this Irish girl says you sent
her here, and she declares she can give
us news of Olive.”

“So she took you in, too. Well, then |
I'm not so much ashamed of myself,"'
he replied, smiling. “Yes, she can, in-;
deed, bring us news. No one better.”!

“What do you mean?”’,

“Now I see why you sent me here,
Mr. Casement,” said Olive, in her own
voice; “so that dear Mrs. . Casement
should not be able to laugh at you. If
I'd guessed I would have baffled your'
scheme.”

“My dear Olive,” cried the wife, be-:
tween laughing and crying, as Olive
kissed her. |

“I think I've tested the disguise
enough now,” said Olive.

She had a long interview with Mr.)
Casement, in which she told him every- |
thing quite freely; and in his indigna-
tion and anger at her treatment, he de-
clared that Merridew should be at:
once prosecuted. !

But Olive said no. “I wish him to be- i
lieve me dead. To punish him . alone
will not give be what I seek.”

“That he does believe you to be dead,
I have no doubt,” replied the lawyer. I
have a reason. It so happens that a
client of mine is the owner of the min-i
ing property in Cornwall, not far from
Bodmin: useless, worked-out mines,

.they are; and I have had a letter from '

Merridew’s solicitor offering to buy it.
I have no doubt it is'the place where
he took you. The reason they give for |
securing the property is that Merridew
has been interesting himself in mines in
that district, and believes that some-;
thing can be made of them. I was glad
enough for my client’s sake to negotiate
of course; but now I understand. His
object is either to fill in the place, or
eise, under the pretence of exploring it, 1
to have what he believes to be your
dead body recovered. He could then safe-
ly tell this lie—that you had married
him, The villain!”

‘Then he must have thrown that poor
wretch down the shaft,” said Olive,
with a shudder. ‘“Poor soul!” {

“] haven’'t much pity to spare for
her,” replied the lawyer drily. “But it
will mean a charge of murder 'against
him when the time comes.”

“It must not come yet,” declared Olive
firmly. ‘But don’t let him have the
mine. That grim secret must be kept.”

“I can easily hang the matter up for
a week or two. But meanwhile?”

“Mollle was in earnest this morning
in asking you to help her to a situation,
Mr. Casement. She wants to go to
Silverbeech as a servant.”

“No, no, no, my dear young lady. Not
that, if you please;” and he shook his
head very decidedly.

“Mollie O’'Brien is just as wilful as
you once said Olive was. She means
to go; and if you won’t help her, she’ll
find the way there herself; bedad and |
begorra, she will.”

He continued to protest; but she
would not give way, and in the end
gained her point. “Well, as it happens,
it would be the easiest thing in the
world. They have discharged every one
of the old servants from the Manor, and
have had the greatest difficulty in get-
‘ting new ones. When any go there
they won’t stay.” i
. “Here's one that will,”” cried Olive,
gleefully. “But how can Molly get a
character?”’ and she looked shrewdly at
her old friend. |

“You're not going to ask me to help,
in such an unprofessional business?” !

“We're not at the office now. Notj
lawyer and client, just friends, you see.
And the por girl umst have a character, |
mustn’t she? and I'm sure she v'vouldn’t.;
do gnything to disgrace it. Perhapssi
dear, Mrs. Casement has some friend .
who—" |

He smiled. “TI'lll see what can be
doné. The truth is they are so badly in
want of servants they would not be.
particular.” - And so-it was arranged.

Then they spoke of Jack and his
trouble; and Olive outlined her plan. |
It was that Mr. Casement should find
some means, of giving information
which would ensure the arrest of alli
the members of the gang known to
Olive.

“That will frighten Merridew and this
Mrs. Taunton, or Madame Boncourt,l
which ever she is. She would be kept
under close observation, too. Merridew,
I am positive, will be scared out of
London, and will take refuge at Silver-
beech. If Mrs. Taunton is allowed to
see that her house is watched, it is
most ‘probable that the stolen papers—:
if not already handed over to those who
intigated the robbery—will be handed
over to Merridew for safe keeping; and
in that case they will be brought to
Silverbeech.”

It was all guesswork on Olive's part,
of course; but the lawyer was quick to
see the probability of it.

“The part I don’t like, Olive, is your
going to Silverbeech. I would much
rather send a private detective.”

“No,” she cried instantly. “No one
knows the old house as I do; and no
one would have a thousandth part of
the incentive to find out things that I
should have.”

“Then have some one else there
well.”

“No again to that. I should be in con-
stant dread of discovery, and should
have a double load of responsibility. I
must be alone.”

He had to yield to her. ‘“And now,
what are we to tell Mr. Fenwick? You
can imagine what his anxiety has
been.”

“Poor Jack! I can. indeed. But he
must bear it a little longer. He will
easily identify the woman, Anna Hart-
mann, and will have hope that the
mystery is cleared up. But he must
not even know that I am alive. He is
the dearest fellow in the world; but he
is no actor, apd he could no more hide
his delight than fly. He is probably in.
daily communication with that Mrs.{

as

Taunton; and she would get the secrel
out of him in five minutes.”

‘“He is much more troubléd about you
than about his own affairs’

“And therfore the more certain to be
unable to keep the secret. He must not
even be warned that Mrs. Taunton is
what she is.”

And as Olive wished, so all was set~
tled. But on one point Mr, Casement
was firm. Olive must take means to
keep him informed every day that all
was well with her at Silverbeech.

“It may be impossible without raising
all manner of suspicions,” she objected.
“A single envelope with your address
on it, if seen, would start a thousand
suspicions.”

“Then address them to Bridget
O'Brien at this house. I am quite de=
termined. No letters from Mollle, no.
character for Mollle. I am resolved
not to lose touch with that young ‘lady
agaip. And if there comes a day with-
out a letter, I shall go at once to the
Manor and refuse to leave without see=
ing her. I'l find a reason. She shall
come into a fortune if necessary.”

Three days later, Mollie O’Brien drove
up the avenue at Silverbeech to enter
on her new situation as between-maid
in the household; and she had not been
a couple of hours in the servants’ hall,
before she had them all laughing at her
quaint speeches and roll, Irish yarns,
and had established herself as a fovor-
ite.

She was as ready-handed, too, as she
was nimble-witted. No matter What

' was to be done that day, Mollie was

ready to do it; and to do it well and
quickly.

The next morning Mrs. . Cooper, the
housekeeper, began to instruct-her in
her duties. “You know, of course, what
a between-maid has to do, Mollie?”

“Savin’ your swate presence, that’s
what I don’t. I've always been a full
maid before, whin I wasn’t an empty
wan, that is; and that was in dear ould
Killarney., But sure, I can larn it all,
can’t I?”

“Well, you are to help upstairs in the
morning, and the kitchen afterwards.”

#So long as I'm not to be in both
places at once it'll be all right, ma’'am.”

“But you must understand. I've told
Mrs, Merridew that you are a thor-
oughly competent girl; and I am going
to take you to see her now; and you
must say you are.”

Olive winked and nodded. “I'll walk
round her. It's mesilf hasn’t kissed the
blarney stone for nothin’.” \

“Come, then. She’s a very dignified
lady, mnd, and very short in the tem-
per. So be careful.”

“Sure, my -moéuth shall be as tender
as Pat Malone’s when he pht the crack-
ed egg.in/His mouth as bein’ the softest
place about him.”

And with“this mask of a jest and
a merry laugh, Olive followed - the
housekeeper: for her first interview with
the enemy who had ruined her and
whose schemes she had now risked so
much to/discover.

CHAPTER XLI,

N
-

The Stolen Paper. -

Olive entered the room for the inter-
view with Mrs. Merridew with her eyes
downecast and her hands crossed, and
dropped a little curtsey, as if appro-
priately awed and humble in the pres-
ence of so great a lady.

“Thig is the new maid, madam,” an-
nounced the housekeeper; and Olive
curtseyed again, shot a swift glance
at “the mistress,” and let her eyes fall
again instantly. Mrs. Merridew was
looking at her very keenly; and Olive
judged that the scrutiny was inspired
less by a desire to judge her fitness
for a servant's place than by her un-
easy distrust of any stranger coming
into the house.

Olive had been quite confident that
she would not be recognized. If Mr.
Casement, who knew her so well, had
been misled by the disguise, Mrs. Mer-"
ridew, who had seen so little of her,
was not likely to pierce it. Her confi-
dence was justified.

“What is your name?” Mrs, Merri-
dew asked her, sharply.

“Sure, it’s Molly O’Brien, ma’am.”
This with her richest brogue.

“T thought you knew I did not like
Irish girls,” said Mrs, Merridew to the
housekeeper. “They are always chat-
tering so. I hope you don’t chatter,

irl."

81“I hope I know my place better nor
that, ma’am, Father O’Clafferty could
tell your honor that—"

“Never mind that,” was the impa-
tient interruption. ‘‘What is her work,
Mrs. Cooper?”’

“She’s between-maid, madam,” re=-
plied the housekeeper.

“Do you know your work thorough-

P

“Sure, Mrs. Cooper can tell you that
same, ma’am,”’ replied Olive, glancing
at the latter.

“Why, the girl’'s deformed. ‘What's
the matter with your shoulder?”

“They tould me I'd grown faster on
this side nor the other, ma’am,” and
Qlive put her hand on the little hump
she had fashioned, and moyed the arm
to prove that she could use it freely.

“She's a very-strong girl, madam,”
declared Mrs. Cooper. ‘‘She has proved

' that already. And we are very short-

handed just now.”

“Sure, I'm not short-handed,” pro=
tested Olive, as if misunderstanding
this to apply to herself. “See, now,”
and she stretched out her two ha;pds.

Byven Mrs. Merridew’s hard face re-
laxed slightly at this. “You have her
character, of course, Mrs. Cooper?”

“Prom her last mistress personally.
I saw her myself, and said how partic=
ular you were, madam,” answered the
housekeeper; telling the lie with the
utmost coolness. “‘She was three years
in her last place” <

“Very well. Now mind, girl, do your
work well, and you’ll have a comfort=
able place. That will do.”

Olive droppd anothr curtsey, and the
ordeal was over. Mrs. Cooper took her
into her.room and carefully shut'the
door. ‘“You heard what I said about
your work and your character. I know
it wasn’t strictly true; and you know
it, too. But you needn't tell anyone
else, and 1 shan’t. The mistress is a
rare tartar; so be on vour guard when
you meet her. But she won’t see much
of you. T can see you will do, and I've
taken a fancy to you. I wish all the
rest shaped as well as you.”

(To be continued.)




