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SYNOPSIS OF PRILCI:DING CHAPTERS.

An infant is deserted by a woman wbo leaves it in
the store of Angers and Son. It is adopted by Celia Brown,
wbo talcea t home ta "The flouse of Windows." The child
is given the name of Christine Brown. Some time before
the desertion, Adam Torrance, the real owner of Angers
and Son, has his onl>' cild kidnapped. 0f tii occurrence
Cela la ignorant. Adam Torrance bears that is child bas
died. His wife also dies, and he lives abroad. Sixteen
years pass and Christine continues ta live with Cela and
her blind sister, Ada. Cela ls in financial dstres sand
Christine determines ta apply for position of "rcader" ta
Miss Torrance. Mark Warebam, nephew of the latter, fol-
lows the unsuccessful Christine, and contrives ta make ber
acquaintance. Adam Torrance, who bas returned to the
city, senda Mark, his nepbew, out ta British Columbia.
Christine secures a position in "the Stores." Christine la
followed by a sinîster-looking aid beggar woman, and la
furtber annoygd by the attention of Glbert Van Slyke.
The woman, whose daugter'a emplayment i 0 "the Stores"
long ago, bad lad ta moral disaster, îa determîned tn wreak
vtngeance on Chiistine, whom abe had stolen. Adam Tor-
rance vîsita "The House of Windows" in order ta relieve
the sisters' distress. He shows tbem great kindncas. On
bis return home hé finda a letter inforsnîng him that hia
dasgter is alive and in perl. He sets ost ta find ber, and,
in the meantime, is nepbew, Mark Warebamn, returna and
la injured in an, accident. To complete the catastrophe,
Christine disappeara suddenly. They find that Christine
las been taken off ta the aId woman'a but and removed
tbenee teait unknown hidng place.

C AUTIOUSLY Christine puah.ed fte smothering
cover f rom ber face. It tiglit be of some use
if she could flnd out the way they went. But

the sies of the cart were high, and try as shte
would, she could not lif t ber head. ALI she could
tell was that they were passing slowly through dark
streets, over pavements of Who0se roughness every
bonie in her body gave instant evidenc.e. ven these
partiaHly lighted ways were left bebind, and they
passed iiflo thie thick blackness of the niglit.

rheuInystery Of -the whole dhùig enveioped tihe
girl more closely, more ominously, Ithan the black-
ness of the niglat. It terrified, lt paralyved, it
onushed out every spark Of hipein her Ieart. Here
out ln the open, with every scent eloquent of the
wie, wet country aiboul her, the terror of the thing
Seemed even n'ore monstrous, more hideously in-
possible!I Perhaps, too, the ong strain was telling;
ber thoughts grew feverish, disoennected. Now she
thouglit of Ceia and Ada, and thbe tears camle
freely; now it was of Tommy she thougbt, witib a
flash of hope; now she shuddiered and moaned at
the recollection of the old woian's face peering Înto
bers; but most of ail It was oýf Mark that she
tihougb±, of bis returum f flud lier gone I This was
pure torture. Wiat would be think? Wàat could
be tbinlc? She coutl sie the puzzled wonder on bis
handsome face, the disappointment, andl peribups dis-
illusion in is eyes. Woul he care to tbink twice
of a girl who was thie centre of some vulgar cmys-
tery? Even as she slunnk from this picture somne
wbhiff of ocuntry perfuuae broughlt badtiWt perfect
day wben tthey bad driven out to the Inn on the
Daiby Roed. 1How bappy theýy baidl been 1 Somehow
as 51he thought of him as he was that day the other'
thougbts lost thair power to hurt ber. Her mem-
ory of hlm was flot that of a mnu easîly duunted.
Peribaps in hlm, aft'er aIl, ilav hier greatest hope.
He was strong, ýbrave, clever! But she was growing
weaker; a jolt of the wagon was nbow enough to
turu fthc curreit of ber thought. 1 1

They were going faster. Thle horse had been
-ipped up. Thlie clouds were oleariug a littie; iL
might be moonligbit sooni. The two upon the front
seat had fallen into grim silence. Chrlstine's be-ail
scemeil ready to. burst witli pain; stie wishied if
Wotul rain again to cool fthe fever in ber blood.

Preseintly ber impressions grew less and less
dsic.SUie dreaaued of curiousthings, and was

still drezming when thec cart stoppeil with a jerk.
Thius was importat st sil nn,ýw; se re-i14,pA lazilv

sometbing in those story-book metbods. This will
put fresh beart into the searcb. Wouderful bow
comforting it la to, know that ont is on a live trail!
WelI, w've donc ail we can do here, andl the
neigbborhood seems to be waking up. Lt's try our
lucle outside."

"Question thse neiglibors, do you mean ?"
"W'll go througb tii neigliborhooil wlth a

sieve andI a microscope. There is sure to be some-
one wbo cas tell, us sontthng-unless fIe kidnap-
pera possessed ftle art of makîng thernselves in-
visible. Tlbcy live lu terror of thc police in these
parts, and if wll be easy f0 geft tm to speale.
Talk about bonor auiong thieves-bali! if doesn't
exisf 1"

"TIhen I suppose you wish this part of the en-
quiry lcft entirely to you?"

"Welt, Mr. Warebamn, 1 think that wc shottId
get better results. AndI if yen will excuse nie, I
migil i ention tbat you are beginaling f0 o " prett y
well donc up. I will be home and hcd for yours
if yen are wise. lIl mn riglif around with tlic
nesws as soon as we get Uny."

Mr. Torrance, who biail ben wafcing Mark's

grwung paillor witb aaxiety, readily agreed to fthc
detective'Ys suggestion, and even Tommy scaveil a
sigh of relief wlicn the invalitI was safely stowcd
away in the motor. He was enger te bnurry witb
thse ncws to Brook Street, and gladt tu for once lie
must be tbe only messenger, as Mr. Torrance coul
not leave Mark. Tommy was F0o simple,.an t te
loyal a soul f0 feel jealousy, yet if was witb a iigbt-
eneil heart that lie watcbed the two n out of
sïglif andl turned bis steps ln the direction of Flie
House of WindoKws. AndI Adami Torrance was con-
scions of a pang whicb was very like envy as lie
tbougbf: of hew thc blind girl's face woulil brighfen
at Tommy's news.

"Fine cbap, that!" said Mark, as if in answer f0

bis thouglits. "By jove, lie's becu better flian a
brother to those girls. He wiantid to marry one
of tihet once, but soauebow if neyer came off."

'Inced ?" said Mr. Torrance; and then, after a
perceptible pause, «Whlch evue?"

"Wliicb? Oh, well, I think if was Miss Clia."
"la that so? WelI, I am none surprised. Miss

Celia is a cliarnnng wom>nan. If wuld be nmosf
suitable."

"But like niauy other suitaible fhings, it bas ap-
parently faileil f0 suit," said Mark carelessly, but
as hic noticeil Fli sutiden complacence with whlcli

is; uncle approved of Tommy'a choute, be furnel
aside fi, bide a sinile. "If Aust Miriamn ha<I seci
thaf," hbc tionght, "it woulil have natIe assurance
doubly sure!"

As bas been observed before, Mr. Johnson was
a men of cnergy, andi so wull dlilie ad bis assist-
ants work, thaf by lunch fumne Hill Street bail beeu
tbtoroughbiy investigafel and bung, se to speak, as
liuip and empfy as su oltI steeve, turneil inside ouf.

At on"e oolock he presenteil himself, uotebook in
baud, placil antI scîf-confident agaun, at fthc Tom-
rance home.

"Well," te began, witliouf pretiminaries, "we
know wbat there is to knowv-aud lt'a not muc'h.
Grany Bates and the ýman who passes as lier son
have lived in thebe fianty on Hill1 Streetf for the paf
five years. Thle mi is a bricklayer, andI makes
gooil wages w'hei be la working, but thaf is sellent.
H1e is incurabty lazy, a bomu deoafer apparenfly, buf
liarmîcas unless driuking bard; wlicn lu drink, flic
neigliborhsoil feareil hlm, and even thte ltI womnau
ket ouf of iis way. But curiously enough lie ia
flot as habituai drunikard. H1e bas, if 'appears,
"apelis," wiicb are of feu a niontb, or even two
montihs, aparti. He is knowun as Tougli Wilson. Thle
old wonan is popularly suppoed to be slyin the
upper Sitcry. Thse cdsddren are fritiencd of lier
(and if t akes soinething te frigliten a Hill Street

child,. Nef one of thern woulil venture ucar ber
bouse or follew hem in thie stet It seeans fliat
at firt tise youaigstErs playad a f ew tricks-jusf us
a sort of frieniliy introduction into flie neighbor-
h,il, you uuderstasil 5 bu,, thc reprisats were so
swift sud fcrrifying that even Flie bolest gave if
up. TPhe mothers, espousing thse chilmren's cause,
deciared her to Uic a wilc¶i andI a devil, and otiber
choice things, and refus.ed fthc social amenifies.
Granny became, lu f acf, a parial in ill111 Street, and
as she neyer made tibe sligltest aftienpt f0 hie
'fkiendly,' tibat position muswt bave sitelcI er to a
niccfy. I may say thec femnale portion of Hill Street
sociefy is fTanly delgIte wjthflic prospect of
lier being waiited by thse police. 'lie, told mte 9ail
tbey knew withl a lavistiness w'hicb wasted a. few

valuable bours. However, boiled down, we learn
that:-

"P@rsf-On thte night of Chbristine's disappearance,
Grauny Bates was seen slipping down the street
at abount six-tbirty, or thereabouts, wlth a wonder fui
lay witb sbiîning 4air. Little Timmy (YHagan
was the oniy one who noticed fthern, but hie noticed
f0 soinie purpose. He says the lady was so pretty
fliat hie slid along after tien just to bave another
look. She was walking quîcldy', he says, and smil-
ing. Evidently she went willhngly. Timmy saw
ber turn and say sometbing f0 the cJ<. woman just
as tihey got f0 the door. Thse bag opened tf le door
amidflie lady went in. Then the door was shut.
Tiuy was too, frightened of Granny fo peer in the
keybole. andtIthe wîudew was dark-possibly tbey
liad pinned sometthing over if. That is ahl Timmy
knows, except libt he waited around, about an bour
in fthe rain for flhe pretty iady to corne out, but she
ditI not couic.

',Second-Biil Connely -rtemnbes the niglit, bie-
cause that was the nighi hle got eoaring drunk, and
was taken ini by the police. He remnembers sfaoef-
ing onut for flie saloon about ninè doçikand in
passing Granny's hovel was surpriseil to sec the
siadowy oufline of a horse and cart drawn up by
flic pavement Tougb Wilson was standing by the
cart. Týhe door of the biovel was open, and by
thse diii liglit frotn if lie saw flic borse, end rccog-
mîzed it as fthc olil white mare belonging to a gentle-
mn nauseklMke Donlian, over ou Eveilelgh Streef.
Being in a facetioss mood, lie stoppeil and said,
'Hello, Tougli! Coing home te Visit tbe oltI fo&lls?'
And that pleasuant personage had replied with iun-
usual good nature, 'You bief I am!. (Not a very
illuminafive conversation, unfortunafcly). BiIl Con-
nely did not notice anything at adI unusual about thbe
cart, save thie f ac of iFs being tihere ait aIll He
coutl not say whcthier or netthFere was anyfhung
ini it. He only noficeil the horse, because it was a
wbite borse, -and the hîglit felilou if.

"Thuind--Two other mie noitlied tbe lhrse andI
catinl front of Grmnny Bates' door, and ovue oher
at least spoke to Trough Wilson ini pessing, but only
to pass a word about the weatiser. Ont man noticeil
the cart drive away witib fwo figures on fthe front
seat. 'Plie occurrence was discussed in tlic street,
of course, andti V gencral impression was that
Tough andI Onamiy bad 'it out'

"o*-ie Donlhsn, owrier of the wblhite mare
well reniembers renting thie animal to Touigh Wil-
somn He didx't know what for. Nevez thouglit to
asic. Tough wouldn't have told hum if heli ail;
follks o'n Everleigh Streýet mind the6r own business.
Tough wautied the mare over nigliL Paid for byer
and gof ber and broughf lier batte at noon next day.
She scemei rather tired, but not vcry auuch sot
She was uiuddly, but flot foo mu.diy. Sh e wa s
bungry, but not nmore hbungry tiban she oftein was,
ibavung a ruinons appetite at the best of times!
Tougbl hakln't let drop a 'word about whiere ie bail
been or wbat doing-uwhy slioultI hie? It was bis
own business! Se ranch for that interview.

"Fifth-Ufle owner -of cart founan d intervieweil
witb almost precisecly the sanie result, Tough bail
reuteil the caxt wiflionf reasin and, returniedi i with-
out explanation, pull for it, anil departeil. Y»s,
thse cat was niuddy, but it riaturally woulil 6e
tmiddy affer a raiuy niglit. T he bo t tom of. the cati
wa.s flot wet because it bad been covered with an
olil rublier rmg, black. 'lhere was tiothïng cIse lu
the cart eitber whienit went awuay or wbien if came
backe"Tisat i5 flhe sumn of the evidence. Probleun, ubaf
wu ln the cart, and wliere didtheli cart go?"

Mr. Johnison laid the notebook up)on bis kece
and lookeil up complacentily.

"It seemas to me," suid Mark, irritably, "that we
are juat exacftly where wc wcre-ciocept that we
know thatt therie was a cart in thc case We lcnow,
of course, who was lu thbe cutChiristinxe muaft have
been lu if-sonewher'e under thit fltby rullber robe.
an-"

"Pardon mie. 1 dhd ncet say that the problemi
w hzlo was i the cart, but zvhat was in thse cati."
"We doi not reed o quibble about words."
But Mr. Torrante rose in uncontrolable agita-

ton. 'eWby, Mark dodf yon sce whaf he means?
Whail if-if-"

Mark shrank bac* as tbouigbh e feared a blow.
"Not tihat " bic said ioerscly. -Yon don'f mean to
im*Jy tbat she ma.y have boien alreaily des4 ?"

Thle defective lioddt0d sympathetically. "Not that
it's mny own opinion ühlat she was," lie added. "My


