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to know the purport of the telegram
and eagerness to hear more of the con-
versation between the Merridews. She
decided in favor of the former; and
leaving her hiding place, she ran down
stairs after the valet. As she reached
the hall she saw that the door leadinz
to the disused wing 'of the house stood
open; and in an instant guessed. what
it meant.

Merridew was going to take the sto-
len papers tq.London, and his mather
had gone to fetch them.Her trick would
be discovered jeither at once, when
Merridew saw them, or later when they
were delivered to the people for whom
they had been -obtained. There would
be lively iime in-the Manor then.

She caught the valet just as he was
on the point of starting and affected
great surprise; With a toss of her head
she n ade as if to pass him.

“Aren’'t you going.to speak to a fel-
low?” he asked. ;

“Shpake to yez,is it? And why should
T tiouble my head about a gossoon who
can't see a body go out for a breath of
fresh air widout thinkin’ all sdrts of
shcandal and ‘uspicions. More's the
shame to yez.”

“I was jealous, Mollie. I'm jealous of
the very air that kisses you.”

“Jealous! Ye- green-eyed thing! I
should think ye are jealous, begorra!”

“It's only because I care for you SO
much. I'd do anythipg in the world
for you, Mollie. I'm sorry I spoke as
I did. I didn’t mean- anything by it. I
won’t do it again.” o

“An’ it's a glib tongue ye have wid
them promises.” 2

“You try me,” he protested.

“I will that same. I'm just woild
wid that tooth again, and am goin’ to
ask off for half an hour. Take me &
little walk.”

“Qf course I would. “You know that.
But I have to go out for Merridew, to
take a telegram.”

“Ah, now,” cried Olive, shaking her
head.- “An’ sure, didn’t I know _ye'd
foind some excuse. Go wid your old
telegram; but don't ask me to belaye
ve.” e

“It’s tru'e‘;’as gospel.. You can see it
for yourself.”’ i

“Get away wid your loies, just de-
cavin’ a girl, wid em.” .

“Here: it is. Look. ‘Taunton, Mark-
ham Street, Mayfair, London. Bring-
ing it up this morning.’ There can't
you believe your own eyes?”

“You belaved yours too readily last
night,” she retorted, sharply. Then,
as if partially satisfled: “It looks all
right,” and she smiled up at him.

“It is all right; leastways, in that
sense. -But it’s all ‘'wrong in another.
Look here, Mollie, we’ll have that walk
later on, and I’ll tell you things that'll
make you open your eyes. That is, if
you answer a question I mean to put to
you as I want you to answer-it.”

“Arrah, it's you that know how to
make @ bod¥ curious, Mr. Dawleigh.”

“Mr. Pawleigh?” he repeated, insinu-
atingly.

“William,” she said, dropping her
voice, and her eyes after a swift glance.

‘““That’s better., Now I must be off, or
he’ll be'mad. Not that I care. I've had
enough of him and his fantods. But
I'll tell you all about it aferwards.”

He went off then at a run, and Olive
returned upstairs. She had learnt what
she wished te know and, from Daw-
leigh's hints, she was to learn a good
deal more. It was clear that Merridew
was taking the stolen paper to Mrs.
Taunton; no doubt for it to be de-
livered to somebody else.

She learnt nothing more that morn
ing. Merridew left in his motor car;
an dit was therefore certain that her
trick had not been discovered by him.,
Later on; she promised to go for &
walk with. Dawleigh _in the evening.
But in the afternoon a telegram sum-
mcned him, to London; and thus the
walk was postponed,-gnd the informa-
tion she had hoped td gain during it.

They did not return that day nor he
nex. A telegram came for Mrs. Merri-
dew which excited her intensely; but
what it was Olive could not find out.

She had been in a condition of great
nervous restlessness éwwe since she had
read the paragraph about the release
of Purvis; and Olive could only specu- |
late as to whether the message had|
any connection with that. |

But on the following evening Merri-'
dew and Dawleigh returned; and from
the la'tter Olive soon learnt enough to
give her a clue to what had happned.

Dawleigh was divided between furi-
ous anger at Merridew’s treatment and |
ihs anxiety to get Olive to promise to
marry him. She led him on very skil-
fully; and seeing that he was so bitter
against-his master, she affected to takeé
the latter’s part as a handsome, honor-
&ble gentleman, who would not be
angry without a cause; and® so put:
Dawleigh on his defence.

Then he poured out his story amid
a stornt of abuse from Merridew. The
substitution of the dummy for the real
paper had-been discovered, and Mer-
ridew had not hesitcted to accuse;
Dawleigh of the trick. Once started;:
the valet went on to dénounce Merri-
dew as a thoroughpaced scoundrel, say- |
fng that he knew so much that his '
master dared not quarrel with him:i
and that he could force him to give
him any money he chose to demand. ‘

But Olive could get little that was;
definite; and considerably astonished
the valet by telling him she did not
credit what he said; but that if it were
all true, she would not be mixed up
with anyone who talked openly about
the prospects of blackmailing his mas-
ter; and wound up by refusing to lis:
ten any longer, and threatening to tell
Merridew what he had said, if he wor-
ried her with any more,

“We Oirish stand by our masthers,
whether they doright or wrong, Mr.
Dawleigh,” she declared, with her head
in the air. “An’ if you don’t loike the’
gervice you're in, you should lave it."
An’ as for waitin’ to git married till
you've made some money in that way, |
it isn't Molly O'Brien who's iver be
shtandin’ by your side before the
praste. It’s disappointed I am in Yyez, |
Mr. Dawleigh;  an’ ye may as well:
knew it now,” and with the last|
thrust she left him.

That night she overheard part of a
fonversation between the Merridews.
The mother declarcd that it was im-
possible that the paper could have been
tampered with at the Manor. She told

where she had hidden it, and was posi-

-tive that no one had a suspicion - that

any such thing was even in.the house.
It must have been changed while in
Mrs. Taunton's keeping; or else the
wrong paper had been stolen in the
first instance.

Merridew was bitterly angry. He
was equally positive that Mrs. Taunton
had had nothing to do with it; and
even hinted that his mother, in her
fear at having the thing in the house,
had made hérself the exchange. In this
strain they wrangled for an hour,

Then she asked about Purvis. He
answered surlily with an oath, and
added that he had sent a cable to Chi-
cago which would reach Purvis on
leaving prison, together with money to
take him across the Atlantic. Bat his
thoughts were all of the mysterious
change of the paper; and he continued
to harp on the subject, repeating his
belief that in some way Dawleigh had
found out about it, and had served him
this trick,. He had always suspected
the valet of being a spy on him.

All ‘the next day this condition of
sterm continued. Merridew had a ser-
ies ‘of quarrels with everyone with
whom he came in contact; his mother
and the valet in particular. And in the
afternoon, when starting for a ride in
his car, he abused ihe chauffeur for
some trifling fault, and ended by
knocking the man out of the car and
starting alone.

Mrs. Merridew’s nervous unrest was
increased by all this until she was
teally fil. She lay on the couch in
her room prostrate and miserable.
Olive contrived to be chosen to take
ker tea up to her; and when she saw
the miserable, hunted look in her eyes,
she dould almost have pitied her. The
fortune which she had schemed to
get had done her little good indeed,
thought Olive,

“Wouldn’'t ye have the docthor,
ma’am? Or {is there nothin’ I can get
yez?”

“I am not 'ill, girl,” was the ecross
reply. “I haven’t slept for a night or
two through neuralgia. That’s all.”

“Would I be bathin’ your face again,
ma’'am? It did yez a power o' good
the other mornin’.”

“Yes, get the eau-de-cologne.”

She fetched it, and bathed Mrs, Mer-
ridew’s forehead. “You have a gentle
touch, girl, for all your roughness.”

“That’s what my dear ould mother
used to say whin I rubbed her for the
rheurhatics, ma’am. Ah, she was a
sufferer now, if you loike. Was yez
iver in Oireland, ma’am?”

“Don’t worry me;” said Mrs, Merri-
dew, testily.

Olive went on bathing her face with-
out speaking, and in the silence they
heard the sound of wheels on the
gravel of the drive,

Mrs. Merridéw sprang up on the in-
gtant. “What's that. Go.and see, At
once. Never'mind anything elge. Go
and see,” she -eried, exgitedly.

“Sure, it’s only a.chb, malam,” said
Olive, going to the window. &

“Yes, but who is in it? Go and find
out, and come and tell me at once.
Quick, quick. Do what I say, and don’t
stand staring  there like a baby.”

Olive hurried out of the room, ran
down the first flight of stairs and look-
ed into the hall.

The cab driver had just set down his
passenger, and the two were wrangl-
ing about the fare. The quarrel ended
by the passenger turning away with an
oath, and entering the house with a
shambling, dragging step.

Olive had a good view of him as he
came up the steps. An old man of pow-
erful frame, but bent and bowed, and
wearing clothes that were new and ill-
fitting: coarse features, clean shaven,
wearing a wig which had no sort of
color relationship with the bushy grey
eyebrows from under which peeped up
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a palr of small brown eyes, restless,
furtive, and hunted in expression.
0Old, harried, lined and repugnant as
the face was, Olive recognized it at
once as that of the man whose photo-
graph she_had found .in Mrs. Merri-

gested a resemblance to some other
face she had seen recently, but could
not place.

“I want to see Mrs. Merridew—Mrs.
Rachel Merridew,” said th man.

The ‘use of the Christian name con-
firmed Olive in her belief.

“What name shall I say?”’ asked the
footman.

“Never mind my name my man. Take
my message.”

“I will see if my mistréss can see
you.” and_ he put him into the little
room where visitors of uncertain posi-
tion were left to wait.

Olive went down and met the foot-
man. “That’ll be the gintleman I was
to take right up to her the minute he
came,” she said; and waited while
Purvis was fetched. She walked up in
front of him.

As she opened the door, Mrs. Merri-
dew asked eagerly: “Well, what was
inY

“Sure, here is the gintleman, ma’am.
This way sor.”

She made way and Purvis stepped
forward.

“Well, Rachel,” he said.

There was no reply. Mrs. Merridew
had fallen back unconsc.ous.

CHAPTER XLVL

Husband and Wife.

The stroke which Olive had dealt by
bring Purvis straight into the pres-
ence of Mrs. Merridew had gone right
home; and, uttering a little cry, she
‘knelt ‘about the unconscious woman
and set about restoring her.

Purvis' looked on with a grim, hard
smile, then sat down and waited for
the return of consciousness. “It's only
a fainting fit from joy at seeing me.
Let her bide a bit, my girl. She’ll come
round all right.” he said presently.

“Jt’s deadly ill she is, sor. She's been
ailin’ badly,this last day or tdo.” re-
plied Olive,”“Oh, my dear mistress!”

“Ah, got wind in some way of the
pleasure in store for her,” he said dry-
ily, and .grinned.

“Ah, it's mesilf that's- caused this
by bringin’ you up widout warnin’,”
and Olive wrung her hands. “Sure, it’s
discharged I'll be.” i

“No you won’t.I won’t give you away
Perhaps you did me a good-'turnm, not
knowing it. 'That'll be all right.” He
spoke very confidently. 4

When Mrs, Merridew came to her-
self, shuddering and trembling, Olive
redoubled’ ‘her attentions, feeling, it
must be confessed, a consumate hy-
pocrite and extremely uncomfortable
when Mrs. Merridew thanked her in a
gentler tone than she had eveg known
her to use. Her agitation was almost
_piteous to witness, and at the sight of
Purvis, who had carefully placed him-
" self so that he would be'the first ob-
| ject she could see, her terror and dis-
may were such that she all but faint-
ed again.

Then she sent Olive away, first tell-
ing her to say. nothing of what had oc-~
curred, and that it had no connection
with the stranger’s presence. Olive an-
swered with a voluble promise, .and
running from the room hurried to the
recess.

“Take your time, Rachel,” he heard
Purvis say. “Get over your delight at
seeing me again. We shall have lots
of time to talk now.”

There was a long silence. Then Mrs,
Merridew asked: “Did that girl hear
anything?”’ The tone was very low and
nervous.

“Not a word: She was so scared when
I forced my way up here to you that
she was pretty well out of her silly
genses.” He lied glibly and with the
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dew’s desk—George Purvis; and it sug-.

coolness of long experience.

“Why did you come here?”

“That’s a good one, that is. Where
shouid I come §f not—home? I suppose
you thought I should trot off to Chi-
cago, eh? ‘Suited you a deal better,
wouldn’t it?”

‘“How did you learn:I:was here?”

“Does it matter? If you want to know,
I heard all about you from a gentle-
man who is still serving his Majesty
where I came from—same service, you
know, that you helped so kindly to get
me into. I heard all about that, too,
years ago.”” He paused and Ilaughed
unpleasantly.

She murmured a protest,

This angered him, and the laugh turn-
ed to a sort of snarl. “Don’t lie; I know
it. I swore then that I'd have your life
for it; and every day since then I've
taken that oath night and morning. It's
kept me alive in all that hell time in
prison. And it kept me straight there,
earning every good mark I could, so
that the time should come as soon as
possible when I could begin to look for
you. ButsI didn’t hope then I'd be able
to walk straight out of the prison to
you like this.”

She made no reply, and Olive guessed
she was too frightened.

“So you went back to the old name,
eh? Mrs. Merridew? Not Parmenter.
Thought that 'ud put me off the scent
a bit, I suppose, But you see I got the
office all right, and here I am.” A pause
followed. “You’ve done yourself well,
Rachel,”” he went on with an oath. “I
could scarcely believe I was on the
right track when they brought me
here. How have you worked it?” She
did not reply. “Don’t’ fool about with
me,” he added savagely; it won't pay
you.” :

“It is common knowledge,” replied
Mrs, Merridew in a firmer tone than
she had before been able to command.
“I inherited & from Gregory Parmen-
ter.”

“What!” His astonishment was in-
tense. He whistled and then swore.
“From Parmenter! And how in the
name of everything did he get it?”

“Married again, a rich wife, and piled
up a fortune.”

“Married again, and you—" He
broke off and burst out into a peal of
boisterous laughter. “If that doesn’t
beat the band!” After a pause he add-
ed, in a very different tone, “I see. And
that cable from Chicago was crooked,
eh? A dodge to get me out there, so
that you might enjoy all your well-
earned fortune quietly on this side?
Oh, Rachel, you're a beauty!”

«I meant to provide for you and give
you ample means.”

“You thoughtful darling! You dear,
unselfish creature! And as big a liar as
ever, eh, Rachel?-¥au sly, treacherous
devil, you: F. knew your ‘ample means.’
Enough to drink myself to death on,
eh? And do it quickly, el2 So. that you
might enjoy all 5_by. yourself, eh?
Well, you see, I've come to eénjoy it
with you—to have my share of it all,
see? Half, or more than half, if I
choose to take it, see? To help my
sweet, affectionate wifie to spend her
fortune. And, damme, I mean to have
it, too!” And he dashed a fist down on
the table.

There was another pause, and then
he laughed.

“Unless you, too, have married again.
By heaven, that would cap it all!”

“I have not married again.”
““Flanged if I'm not sorry to hear it,
for I'd have jugged you for it, to let
you have a taste of the hell life you
gent me to.” Intense vindictiveness was
in every syllable of the threat. “Do
you live alone here, then?” '

“@Gilbert is with me.”

“Oh, that young blackguard, is he?
Well, don’t let me see too much of him.
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He'd better get out. The same house
won’t hold us two long, and I'm going
to have the say so in this house;
mind that.”

“You had better tell him that your-
self.”

“Oh, T'll tell him fast enough, don't
you fear. Where is he?”

“Out in his motor-car.”

“Ho, his motor-car,” he scoffed, in an
affected tone. ‘“He’s swell, too, I Sup-
pose. Curse the young beast. ~I'll
motor-car him,” and he swore again
viciously. Then another change came
in his tone. There was feeling in it as
he put the next question. “And Selma?
Is she here too.” et

“No, George.” She spoke with hesita-
tion, uging his name for the first time.

“And why not? Tell me; don’t lie!

Isn’t my child good enough to be here

if that swine of a son of yours is here?
Don’t you dare to lie to me about her,
I tell you. Bring her here. There’s
only one soft spot left in my heart, and
she fills it. The only thought that ever
made me waver in that resolve to have
your life for your infernal treachery
was Selma. Don’t you dare to lie to
me about Selma.” :

“You had better know the truth. She
never knew you were her father. When
you were—when you went away—"

“When I was jugged through you, you
mean. You may as well say it,”” he
broke in fiercely.

. ““When you were convicted and I went
back to the name of Merridew, I gave
her another name—"

“Why not Merridew? Why not your
own, curse you?”

“I went back to the stage. I was
poor and mine wasn't exactly the lifé
she should know her mother was liv-
ing. I am not lying, George. I did it
for her sake, and she never knew right
up to the time of—" and she paused, as
if either affected by what she had to
say or afrajd to say it.

A moment of-tense silence followed.

“Are you going to say she is dead,
Rachel?”’ He asked then in a huyshed
tone.

“She died in Chicago, George, years
and years ago. It was far better.”

The interview had lasted already so
long a time that Olive had grown un-
casy lest she should be missed. So she
left her hiding-place and went round
and knocked at the door of the room
and asked if she might take away the
tea things. :

Mrs. Merridew had almost entirely
recovered her ‘customary composure,
and was watching Purvis, who sat with
his bowed head on his hands in deep
emotion. |

As Olive was taking away the tray,
Mrs. Merridew said, “See that I am not
éisturbed again, and say that I wish to
seec Mr. Merridew here the moment he
comes in.”

Her last look at Purvis had enabled
Olive to place the resemblance which
had perlexed her before. It wag Selma
Hammond’s face which his recalled.
His mention of the name, Selma, had
helped her memory, and she saw at
once that here was something which
she ought to be able to turn to good
account.

After she had done the work which
was waiting for her, she went up to
her room and wrote a letter to Mr.
Casement, urging him to find the girl
as soon as possible, and have her with-
fn reach to be brought to the Manor
the instant it became necessary.

She must set herself at once to win
upon Purvis and secure his confidence.
It was clear that he knew the whole
history of the Merridews in days gone
by. He held tlfe clue to that old mar-
riage, therefore, and from him she
could get the truth.

Another thing was clear. As Purvis
had spoken of Mrs, Merridew as his
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‘probed, the stronger appeared the evi-

v
wife, she must have married him, know-f
ing well that she was already married!
to her father, supposing that that mar-
riage had really taken place; and it
was with a sinking heart that she saw
how Purvis's story, so far as she had
heard it, confirmed the Merridews’
statement.

Everything agreed in pointing in the
same direction.” Indeed, the farther she

dence in favor of that marriage. The
photograph with its inscription, “My
wife that is to be,” had been the first
thing to really frighten her, and now
that Purvis had arrived—the event
from which she had hoped so much—
his account only added to her fears.

When Merridew returned, Olive could
not get away to listen to the meeting
between the two men, and when at
night she stole out to listen she heard
little of ‘any importance,

Mrs. Merridew ‘was in bed, and the
two were closeted together in, Merri-
dew’s room. Taking a risk, she switch-
ed off the light in the corridor and
crouched in the darkness with her ear
‘to the keyhole in the effort to learn
what passed. ’

She could only gather that a sort of
truce had apparently been made, and
the scent of cigars and the.clink of
glasses told that they were drinking
and smoking together, The voices were
not raised in anger. -

For two hours she waited, until the
movement of chairs warned - her that
they were coming out. She ran’ back
and hid. Soon the door opened, and
they came out togsther. Both had been
drickirg, and Purvis was so helpless
that Merridew had to support him. ke
was muttering and mumbling incoher-
ently as they passed Olive, and Merri-
dew was humouring him,

They went into a bedroom close by,
which Olive herself had had to get
ready for the visitor, and she heard
them fumbling about in the dark till
Merridew found the switch and turned
up the lizht,

Both remained some time in the room,
Merridew apparently helping Purvis to
undress; and at length the former
came out alone. As hé turned to shut
the docr, the light from within fell on
his face and showed it drawn, wrath-
ful, sinister, and murderous, He paused
a moment outside the room, his hands
clenched, and then went to his own
room.

Olive had seen such a look on his face
before, and understood it. It flashed
across her thoughts that already his
mind was full of the intent to clear
from his path the man who had thus
unexpectedly appeared to menace him,
and she waited on in her hiding-place
lest he should make some attempt that
very night.

She knew his reckless daring, and
that hc would face almost any risk to
carry his purpose, Another thing she
saw—that the risk would be less if the
thirg were done at once, before Purvis
could have had time to get known in
the neighborhood,

Qo far on' the footman who had ad-
mitted him, the cabman who had
brought him, and Olive herself knew of
his preser.ce in the house. Mrs. Merri-
dew herself had given Olive her orders
to prepare the room and not to mention
the maiter

With these thoaghts whirling through
her head, together with a vague precep-
tion that it was to her interest to pro-
tect Pnurvis, she heard Merridew’s door
open, and saw him come out into the
corridor.

He switched up the light a second to
make sure that no one was about, then
turned it off again and crept softly
along to the room where Purvis lay
snoring so heavily in his drunken slum-
ber that the sounds 'reached Olive.
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She shrank close into her hiding-place
as he came on,

Had he, too, recognized that the soon=
er the fell work was done the Iless
would be the risk? Was murder in his
thoughts?

CHAPTER XLVIL

Purvis Asserts Himself.

As Merridew stole in the dark to the
room where Purvis lay sunk in besot-
ted sleep, he passed so close to Olive
that his arm brushed against the cur=-
tain which hung across the niche. in
which she stood, and @s he went by
the scent of almonds was borne to hef
nostrils. She knew the smell—prussic
acid.

Murder was in his mind, and the
problem of how to prevent the crime
without discovering herself pressed
upon Olive. The circumstances were
such that even a slight alarm raised
in the house would frighten Merridew.
But how was she to raise it, and how
at the same time rouse Purvis to a
sense of his danger? Rack her wits as
she would, no expedient occurred to
her.

Merridew reached the door and stood
listening to the noisy sleep of his in-
tended victim within., As his fingers
closed on the handle of the door Olive
felt an all but uncontrollable impulse
to scream, and she had to clench her
hands and press them to her bosom
in the strain of that moment.

But the next instant the tension was
relaxed, Either some subtle instinct
had warned Purvis of his danger, or
he had been shamming drunkenness in
order to test Merridew, for the door
was wrenched open from within and
the two men stood confronting each
other face to face.

Merridew staggerred back in his
surprise, and stared at Purvis white-
faced and abashed.

“Hullo, Gilbert, what is it?” cried
Purvis, in a voice thick with drink—
assumed, as Olive believed. “I had a
dream that someone was trying the
door,” and he hiccoughed and reeled
against the door frame as if helpless
with liquor.

Merridew’s lips. moved without words
coming for the moment. ‘“You cried
out in your sleep, and I thought you
were ill,” he stammered then.

“I'm all right, Tm all right, boy.
Don't worry ‘ebout me. Go to bed
vourself, and be hanged to you,” and
he staggered back into the room, slam-
med the door noisily, and locked it.

Merridew gazed an instant at the
locked door, and then turned with un-
steady steps and crept back to’ his
own room.

Copnvinced that there would be no
rerewal of the attempt that night, and
that Purvis was thoroughly on the
watch, Olive sped away silently upe
stairs,

The next morning there was a violent
quarrel between the two men. It was
spoken of openly in the servants’ hall.
Purvis had announced openly that he
was Mrs. Merridew’s husband; the
son had denied it to his face before two
of the servants, and had left the house,
threatening that if Purvis was there
on his return he would be handed over
to the police. Mrs. Merridew, i1l and
panic stricken, remained in bed.

Knowing the truth as she did, Olive
was puzzled by this step of Merri-
dew’s. ' In the ‘conversation she had
overheard between Purvis and Mrs.
Merridew, the latter had not attempt-
ed to deny the truth of the assertion
that he was her husband. Of what use
was it, then, for Merridew to threaten
him with the police? ‘But that there
was some sinister meaning behind the
threat she did not doubt. She’ had
come to know that he neither spoke
nor acted without motive.

Purvis meanwhile swaggered about
the Manor with all the air of owner-
ship. He went through the stables and
the gardens giving orders for this and
that to be done, evidently resolved to
assert his right as master, The whole
household was agog with the excite-
ment of the event, Work was neglect~
ed and gossip incessant,

Dawleigh had gone away with Mer=
ridew, and thus Olive was free from
his watchful attentions., She had no
use for him any longer. There were
far more important matters to absorb
all her thoughts than the vague reve-
lations about Merridew’s past which
the valet had promised to tell her,

She was bent on gaining Purvis’s
favor, and the disorganized condition
of the household must be used to help
this purpose. She was one of the only
servants who did any work, or rather
appeared to do it, for she used the
pretext- of the work to find a chance
of speaking to Purvis.

It came in the afternoon. KElated
over the result of his quarrel with
Merridew, and knowing that his threat
about the police was mere air, Purvis
drank liberally of the excellent wine
the butler had put before him at lun-
cheon. He was in a loquacious mood,
and would have talked to the man,
but the latter, being doubtful about
the position, deemed silence tha best
course.

After luncheon Purvis sat smoking
by the open French window of the
library, when Olive, who knew where
he was, passed on the verandah,

“Come here, you,” he called.

“Is it me you mane, sor?” she cried,
as if in astonishment.

“Why, it’s the little Irish girl. Ot
course it's you I mean. Come in here.”

Feigning reluctance, Olive approached
the window. “I mean here, inside the
room. Come along. I want to talk to
you,” he insisted.

“What moight your honor be plased
to want wid me?”’ she asked. :

He winked slily. “I kept that secret
for you all right. I told you you had
done me a good turn. So you did, and,
I shan't forget it either. You're safe to
stay in this house, whoever else goes,
you see if you don’t.”

“Sure, I'm much obloiged +to your
honor; but I saw the loight of koind-
ness in your eyes the instant I looked
into them.”

“Well, look into them again and see
if it’s still there;” and he laughed.

*“Oh, sor,” cried Olve, shrinking

‘| away.

“It’s all right, girl. Don’'t you be
afraid of me. There are plenty who are
but vou needn’t be one of them. What's
your name, by the by?” -

“Mollie O’Brien, sor.”

{To be continued.)
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