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Wbere had bie noticed the saine pectiliarity before?).
"You neyer expected to lîcar f ront me again,"

hie read on slowly, "but now the timte bas cone.
You tbotight your baby died, but she didn't. That
would have been too good. She's alive ail right,and going down to hell like rny poor girl that yonr
Stores ruined. My girl was a shop girl. Your girlis a shop girl, too. Where my girl went, your girlis going. When she's lost forever like my girl wsasl'il tell you. You can have lier then if you want.But you cant save lier. The end wiil corne soonnow. l'il let you know when. Neyer say onemother didn't get hier revenge. To show you Ispeak the truth I senti you hier ring."

Meclianically lie shook the dirty envelope andthere rolled out upon the polished table a baby'sgold ring set witli a pearl. He knewv that ring well.He grasped at it with a choking sound. t roiledaway f rom hirn, falling, and hiding itself among thericli rugs upon the floor. After staring a moment
bie feil upon his knees, searching with frantiecrager-
ness-it was such a tiny thing, s0 easily lost, sofrail a thing, so easy to trample under foot,.lHe
thouglit orily of the ring, lie did flot dare to ]et bisthoughts stray f rom it. There was something else,sornething horrible-unthinkable.something aboutthe child who bail once worn the tiny ring. Hedared flot think of that-only of the ring.But the ring, so smali, so f rail, eluded
hm-be could flot find it.

When, later, the stolid Benson came inwitb the respectable information tbat Mr.Jones liad returned, lie tbought that thelibrary was empty. Then suddenly hie sawbis master iying face downwards among
the crumpied rugs upon the floor.

CHAPTER XX.

A GAIN, as if, in defiance of aphorism,PIhistory were taking pleasure in re-
peating itself, the servants in tbe

Torrance bouse went about with frightened
faces. 0f the strange seizure wbich had
overtaken the master the niglit before theyhad no explanation, but real tragedy brings
with it an atmospbere as impalpable yet aspenetrating as the air we breatbe. Mr.
Johnson, the deteetive, felt it as hie sat inthe library, waitîng. lie lad scented cal-
amity fromt the moment of comning into the
bouse, and now Mr. Torrance entered withits history writ large upon bis haggard
face. As once before upon entering tbatroom, lie came siowly, and in bis hand lie
beld a scrap of dirty paper; oniy this timelie ieft no distracted woman upstairs; wbat-
ever the burden was, it was one whicb lie
must carry alone.

The two meni sbook bands in silence.
Botb were tbinking of tbat other meeting
and the memory weigbed. The detective
was the first to recover himself. He cleared
lis throat delicately.

"Nothing very wrong, I hope, sir ?" lie
said. "You are not looking yourseif. Must
have had a nasty shock. Tbey tell me-"

"I fainted? Yes. L believe L did. t
was very sudden-tbe sbock. But I arn
quite recovered. Physically I amn weil, but1 cannot answer for my mind if-if somte-
thing listfot donc," Ris firmn lips trembled
-a bad sign.

"Something shail certainly lie donce, atonce," declared the detective calmly. "As
you say, it will be better flot to proiong
the-the suspense. f you will tell nme just
exactly how things are." He sat down
comfortably and crossed bis feet with a
show of ease.

"First, do you remtember the other occa-
sion upon wbicb your help was needed?
Do you remember thie details ?"

"Eertainly. It is my business to do 30.
Before comning here I looked un the whole
case. I keep a full record of ail my cases,
even such as appear to be settied."

"Ah-yes. Sucli as appear to lie settled.
We thouglit that case was settled__"'

"Excuse me," interposed the detective
neatly, "you thouglit," "The con

uWhat do you mean ?"
"I inean that it was you, if you remem-bier, Mr. Torrance, who thouglit that the case was rasettied. When you received the letter announcing ni(the death of the child you were convinced that the buchild was dead. lit was a matter of conviction, not isof proof."fo
"I tuas com.dnced' said Adamn Torrance. "Do th(you iniply tlat you were flot convinced also ?" thi
- For argument's salce we will say that I was,aithough, as a Inatter of fact, 1 amn neyer certain whof any death until the Iaw, so to speak, lias passedupon the. body. This child's body was neyer found, mutherefore, spealing from a professional standpoint, ver1 could flot go SQ far as to say that the case wasdefinitely closedy"
"That is beside the point. As a matter of factwe both were convince<j that the child had been iettmurdered or had been allowed to die in revenge fora rra] or fancied wrong. What we iniglit bave tdonc had we not been so convinced 1 cannot say. ho1 dare not thinlc. If I should once begin to re- rproac~h myseif with negligence or too much credulity

at that time I should go mad. At present I arnstifi sane and I know that I was blameless ini the lesmnatter. Let us put it aside if I arn to retain rny chaisenses." 
i5"I think you are wise,» saîd Mr, Johnson quietly. saft"Let us begin ail over again. You have another t

letter ? I have tlîe first herc. 1 have brouglit it
witb me."

The two nmen placed tlîe Slips of paper uîider
the reading iamp side by side. In silence the detec-
tive read the scrawicd words of the second letter.
"24ly God!" lie said.

"Is the writing the sanie?" asked Mr. Torrance
dully. His hand did îîot shake as lie spread the
papers ont more carefuily. They went over tbcm
together.

At first glance it could be seen that the paper
was different, the ink different, but, aliowing for
the fact that the second letter was mucli more sbaky
than tlîe first, more soiled and more blurred, the
writer of them botlî was undoubtedly the sarne.

Adamn Torrance wiped a cold sweat f rom bisforeliead. "That proves it," lie said. 11 f elt that it
was the sanie. Now I know. The sarne flend
wrote botli the letters."

The detective's exarnination was niore minute,
but his conclusion was similar.

"t is undoubtediy the sarne," lie deciarcd. "The
liand that wrote this second letter is older, and
more unsteady witli continuai drinking or illness-
drink, I sliould say-tbe paper srnelis of it. The
envelope is poorer, probably the sender is poorer
also. The ink is thick and old-like the ink in abottie seldom used; perhaps a bottle ini sorne third

mer of a crowded street car le as gond a place as another 1the reading of a letter,"1

teeating bouse or taverfi; the Pen lias been ai- tInost past its use. AIl these thinigs iglit be feigned, o)t I arn inclined to believe tbem genuine. If fliere hsanything in the story at aIl tley must be genuine, itor the person writing must b>' ber own story be in m~he deptlis of Poverty and degradation. Yes, I whink we must consider them genuine."
Adam Torrance moistened his dry lips. "And wliere docs that iead us ?" gi"Nowliere-at present. But it shows us that we tûaust look for our Party in the slunis, arnong theer> poor." tI"The Part>' wbo wrote the letter ?" cc:'The Part>' wbo wrote the letter." te"You bave flot told nie wliat you think of the seter îtseif-of the trutli of its assertions, I mean.""My dear Mr. Torrance, 1 do not know wbat kethink. The letter appears to be genuine. It isrrible enough. We inust (Io nur best .to find the sa

riter.".B
Again Mr. Torranice rnoistenied bis dry lips. w,,If the letter is genuine, the assertions stand atst a chance of being truc. There is at lcast a se,iacc that mny daugliter is alive to-day. That shea young girl at an age which needs every loving toýfcguard, that she is sorncwhere in this city-"
"Now-gco easy. You'll break down if you go

on like that. Don't imagine. Refuse to imagine.
Get down to facts. There rnay be nothing in thisat ail. If there is, we wiii soon find it out, Stick
to that. What makes you imagine that she rnay bc
hidden in this city?"

"I don't know-a feeling. Lt carne to me lastnîglit. The fiend who wrote tlhc letters is here. Thisletter was dclivered by hand, slipped in the letterbox. Sec, ia bas neyer been tlirougli the mail atail. Would she flot in ber morbid revenge have thegirl under ber own eye? Would she not add zestto ber revenge by liaving my daugliter within reacliof rny land and yet so utterly beyond me? 1 tellyou, Jolinson, I believe that, if we find lier at ail,we shall finfi ber in this city."
"You may lie riglit. The flrst thing to do is tooffer a large reward for information ieading to theflnding of the person who dropped a letter in tlieletter box of this bouse. Money is no object, Isuppose? Lt gives us a chance, for, if the letter-writer did îlot venture bere herseif, someone yen-tured for lier. And it will bie a queer thing if moneywiil not make that someone speak. 0f course, ifshe brouglit it berself, we lose that chance. But itis wortli taking. You bave questioned the servants?"
" Yes, tliey know absolutely nothing."
"Weil, P'li question tbemn again. L'li mentionthat tliere is a reward. Ltrnay lielp.

But no persuasions of the bland Mr.
Lolinson, and no offer of reward could ex-tract frorn the servants information wbicb
tbey did flot bave. Wlioever liad brouglit
the letter bad rnanaged to bring it unseenand unlicard; sorne tirne whule the master
of the bouse,' in the character of benefactor,
bad chatted witli the sisters at tbe House
of Windows, or whule, in the cliaracter
of ice crearn man, lie bad brouglit Para-
dise to Brook Street, a sinister sliadow liadflîtted by, leaving this dread fuI thing in
its wake.

"Tliey don't know anything," said John-
son, at last. «We will insert the reward
in the papers at once. Then we will gotbrougb the stores of this city with a sieve.
How is it witb your own Stores? Aiiyrecord kept of tlie family connection of its
ernployees ?"

"Yes, tbere is snpposed to bie a complete
record."

"We'll hope the others are the sanie.
We'll sift tbem out. We'll investigate ailorplians, ail adoptions, ail bouselids wbicbbave anything at ail irregular in their fami-
lies. Lt can be done quietly and witliout
giving offence. Not until we know theparentage of every girl in every store in
the city shall we lie justied in concluding
that she is not among tbem."

"But think of the time?"
"Witb money we can shorten time, Lt

will flot be a long job at ail if I can bave
ail the lielp l'Il need. The cases needingspecial investigation wiil be comparatively
few. You yourself are flot in toucli witb
any of your employecs, I suppose?"

"«No. That is, I have not been up until
the present. But since my return froni
aliroad I bave been personally looking intothe management of the Stores. I have
met oniy one farnuly personally. Lt is afamiiy of tliree sisters-the name of
Brown. The eldest sister is iii, and the
youngest sister is taking lier place in tbe
Stores. The other sister is-is blind."

"No one else in the farnily. No adopted
cliild ?"

"Weil, that is one farnily off our list.We will begin at once. The age of the
lost chuld would bc sixteen? Is that rigit ?"

"She would bc seventeen next May."
"That narrows our searcli still more.

For aithougli it would be uniikely that the
child would know lier proper birtliday, she
would probably bc aware of her age within
the lumit of a year. Things look brigliter
than I liad expected. Perliaps the old hag
wbo' wrote the letter lias given us ail the
clue we need in telling us tliat the girl wefor seek is working in a store. I fancy that
she does flot mean a smali store, sucli a
store as miglit employ one clerk or two ortree. Far more likely the girl is lost in one ofDur great departnientals, wliere she is one of ahundred, a tiny spoke, aimost lost to siglit in turn-îg the immense wheel. That is proliahly what the'onian's own daugliter was-stay. Lt is what sliewas, for was she flot ernployed in your own Stores ?"

He pocketed bis notebook and picked up bis batiîtb a brisk air of confidence and, so potent in sug-testion, that for the first time since the shock: ofhe letter, Adami Torrance felt something likce hope.
"Do flot spare nioney," lie said. "Thank: God,here is plenty. But you miust let nie beIp too. Iîuld flot stand the suspense otherwise. And I havelegrapbed for Mark-Mark Warebani, my adopted

on.»
"Oh," said the detective, pausing and darting aen look at the othej'. "I did not know that--er-"..
"That I bad adopted Mark? At least, it is fthcme thing. He bas been likce a son to me for years.lut, don't mistake-if-if my chuld is found, no oneruld rejoîce more than Mark"dUrn-ni," said Mr. Johinson. "Just so, Let meýe-s Mr. Warebam a nepliew?"
"No. He calls nie Uncle, but if we come down
actual relationship, lie is only a distant cousin,"
"Independent fortune?"
"None. But you mistake if you think that Mark


