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The rest in the cars and on the ferry-boat restored the girl
8o much that she insisted uvon walking up to the Printing-
house Square, where she made haste to hand in her report of
the inquest at the counting-room Then she turned too go.
holding out her hand at the door to Walter in an embarmssed
way, and saying, ‘I cannot thank you properly for your
kindness, Mr, Condon ; and now I must bid you good-night.”

« Not in the least,” objected Walter, stoutly. I shall not be
30 thoughtless as to let you go home alone at this hour of the
night. Why, it’s twenty minutes past eleven, and St. Patrick’s
nlight, Loo, when even I used to feel squeamiah at going about
alone.’

 But you can not go with me, and I don't wish you to,”
she gaid, trying ineffectually to escape.

«T ghall not consent to leave you unattended this black
night,” he answered, earnestly ; «and if you persist in your
refusal, you may be sure I shall not lose sight of you until I
know you are safely at home. And now we must have a cup
of coffee.”

The commanding way of the man conquered. She allowed
him to put her arm through his, and went with him. But
she wag silent all the way ; and when the cafe was reached, and
he had again refused to let her go away into the great city by
herself, she dropped her face intd’her hands and sat the image
of misery. Condon, utterly unable to comprehend, regarded
her without a word. Suddenly she lifted her face and  spoke
to him. ¢ Mr. Condon, once more, will you not leave me to
go alone 7"

The noise of a fierce scuffle in the street penetrated the room
at the moment, The pleading look in the sad face, which had
caused him almost to waver in what he was sure was a right
resolve, changed to one of terror, and Walter had only to
point to the door to enforce significantly his final refusal :
“To-night ?—no.”

“Then I must tell you something which I never should
have confided to you if I could have helped it. Yet I dowant
your—some body’s aid—oh, so much! You know we used to
live in Washington, and that my father was an editor there-
Hel ost his money and place through bad men, and fell sick ;
and then— Oh, listen ! it’s striking twelve o'clock. Come
we must hurry,” and she sprang from the table. ‘¢ You must
not ask me where I am going,” she went on, excitedly, ** but
only go with me. And will not you be afraid ? I should hate
to have any harm come to you.”

He was puzzled, and glanced at her face as he assured her
of his composure. The wavy brown hair was blown back
from the broad forehead, where some delicate wrinkles were
drawn in anxiety over the gray eyes, and the shapely lips were
set with intense purpose and courage. It was such a face a8
seems to lead a forlorn hope.

The snow and sleet had ceased, but heavy clouds still
scudded overhead, and a biting wind raced through the
streets and spun giddily round the corners, shaking with angry
hand the endlessly creakiug signs, rattling the locks of the
heavy doors, drifting the snow into banks, pounding and
hattering at every obstacle.

1Lilda was poorly clad for such a night, shiverlng in spite of
herself ; and when Walter laid his arm around her slender
shoulders and almost carried her along, ghe did not resist. He
was going straight down to Fulton Ferry, supposing she was
going to Brooklyn ; but she made him turn up empty Nassau
street, which rang with their quick tread above the roar and
rattle of the gale, and then guided him , eastward block
after block.

“Do you know where you are going 7' he interroga at
last in surprise.

¢ 1lush ! you will sce,” she answered, in a low voice.
¢ Pleage don’t spcak to me now—and you may never want to
again.”

After that he agked no more questions, but applied himself
wholly to taking care of her, keeping all his scnses on the
alert, while she hurried him farther and farther from the
brilliant thoroughfares, deeper and deeper into a wilderness of
tortuous narrow streets, where the sun can scarcely penetrate
to the pavements cven at high noon, and the most brilliant
moonbeams fail to sound the fathoms of darkness that lie
(damp andl cold between the tall warchouses, Above, perchance,
the moonlight silvers the edge of the cornices ; below, the
heavy doorways are dimly outlined at intervals by the flicker-
ing street lamps that paint a long line of bright dots upon the
darkness. Here and there glows a red eye out of the gloom,
and behind it shines the entrance of a drinking resort for the
desperate and squalid inhabitants of this nether side of the
¢ity. Into two or three places Hilda led the young man for a
moment, while she eagerly searched for some one-— whom
Walter could only surmise. Once or twice he was glowered
at by faces which he remembered very well from his old night-
reporting days as those of cut-throats. He knew they were
approaching the river, and this meant a constant increase of
peril.  So when Hiida turned swiftly down Oak Street, and, in
response to his *“Where now " said, faintly, * To Walter
Street, Will you go there also with me*” (go with her '—he
would have gone to the end of the world if she had asked him
then), he bethought him of a ruse. and answered gayly, as
they were passing a police station, *I shall certainly do noth-
ing elge ; but [ would like to run in here ad light my cigar,
if T may."”

Le lighted his cigar, to be sure, but his real object was to
ask for a detective o follow them closely, Then the two
pursued their zigzag way. buffeting the wind

Few people were in the streets—it was too blustering for
that— but from all the many drinking shops came sounds of

ing how frequently they met policemen,

“Do you see that half-shut door over there ?”and Hilda
pointed it out. ‘1 must lcok there, If I do not find him,
then—I don’t know what I shall do.”

They crossed the street, and were just under the large red
lantern, when a great commotion was heard within, the door
burst open, and an o!d man was cast headlong to the pave-
ment by a blow from a young ruffian, who, following to com-
plete his work, was met by so stunning a counter-blow from
Condon as stopped his interest in that quarter at once. His
companion seeing him fall, leaped at Walter, but met in-
stead the detective's club.

It was all over in half a minute, and Walter turned to Hilda,
She was holding the head of the insensible old man on her
knee, and with %er handkerchief stanching a cruel wound in
his forechead. With a face as white as his, bus calm, with
tender industrious hands, and a golicitude regardless of publi\-
gaze, she bathed the old man's bleeding face, and tried to
restore animation to the wasted han 18, while others put drops
of brandy between his lips. Walter knelt beside him, and
told her the heart still beat. But Hilda only moaned, “Oh,
father, father, come back to me ! come back to me !”

By this time a stretcher was brought, and laying the old
man upon it, two officers carried him to the police station,
getting him down in the back room—the self-same station and
the self-same spot where old Baldwin had laid five years
before.

A surgeon had been telegraphed for by the police, and, with
the hospital ambulance, was waiting at the station when the
little procession entered the double doors. The surgeon pro-
nounced the wound not necessarily dangerous, and very soon
brought back consciousness, the old man opening his eyes
first on Hilda, to his evident astonishment.

« Father,” she said to him, softly, ‘‘you have been hurt ;
you must lie quiet until we can take you home."

Meanwhile Walter was saying to the police surgeon and the
grave-minded officer behind the desk, ‘*That is as much of the
story as I know. Doubtless I shall find out all the rest from
the young lady very soon. 1 will have the old gentleman taken
to my house ; there, surgeon, is the ‘address for Jyour driver.
MeanwLile I will be accountable for the appearance of Miss
Brand and myself as witnesses against the prisoners if the old
gentleman cares to prosecute them.” Then turning to Hilda :
*“Thig gentleman "—for he would not betray what might be
her confidence—** this gentleman must go to the hospital, and
we must go with him. He will be taken in the ambulance,
and I shall get a carriage for us.” Where the ‘‘ hospital " was
he forbore to explain.

Whereupon he went cut, and returning presently, helped
tenderly —in spite of a slight revulsion of feeling —to lay Mr.
Brand into the springy couch of the hospital van, after which
he handed Hilda into the carriage he had brought, and,
directing the driver to follow the ambulance, seated himself
beside her,

« Miss Brand,” Walter asked gently, in a nioment, secing
that she was composed—'¢ Miss Brand, you bagan to tell me
something about yourself when we werc in the restaurant.
Will you continue? I am better prepared to hear it now.”

Then she related to him rapidly the chief points of her
history. How her father an educated man, had been editor
of an influential newspaper in Washington, but becoming
involved in unsuccessful political schemes, had lost his posi-
tion ; how misfortunes rapidly followed, and how her father
had resorted to wine and the gaming table to drown his sor-
rows, until he had impoverished his family, which then con-
gisted of Hilda and another daughter much younger than she,
whose birth Mrs. Brand had not survived. They had to give
up their home, and were very unhappy. It wasa and story,
and Walter protested against hearmng any more, sceing the
pain it gave her to tell it. But she would not cease.

« 1t was only alittle while after that my sister and I went
out to do some errandg one p!cuiuntuf!urmmn in,October.
She was four years old then, and I took her every where with
me. It was nearly dark when we got through, and hurrying
home [ left sistor with a playmate,telling her to come quickly.
Our house was only two squaresaway, and I had no fear of her
not knowing the way. They tcld us she really did start
almost immediately, but [ never saw her azain. Where she
went, or whether she is even alive, none of us know.”

Hilda spoke the last sentences in 80 low and sad a voice that
Walter could hardly hear her.

“ papa clings to the hope that we shall find her some day ;
but I think she is dead.”

Paralyzed at first by the blow, precious time wasg lost before
active search was begun, and then no trace could be found,
the only thing discovered being that an Irish-woman, whom
Hilda had once discharged from her employ for stealing, had
disappeared from Washington about the same time as the
child. But search for her had proved equally fruitless.
Walter'sibreath came fast as there rushed upon his recollection
the memory of Elsie, and of the beldarn who wanted to take
her away from the police station.

¢« Finally,” Hilda went on, in her weary voice, ' our money
all gave out, 8o that wo could not pay any more detectives |
people became tired of gympathizing with us, and we had to
bear our sorrow m decorous silence. Then papa— Oh!'l
can't tell you all about it. You ucust kunow how terrible it
wasg, and I can't explain. I shall cry it [ do.""

Again Walter bade her not try.  Nev ertheless she did, telling
him, with passionate earnestness, how her father had changed
from the proud, handsome man into the decrepid old drunkard;
how she had resorted to stenography - her amusement in
earlier years - for a livelihood ;and what a wretched ot of
gorrow she had bhore in loneliners and degradation.

“One day last September,” Hilda continued, gently with-
drawing her forgotten hand from Walter's for he had taken
it in an assuring clasp when ouce she had been sobbing with
the misery of her recollections - papa came home more like
himsclf. and startled me by telling me that he beli ved our
lost darling was in New York, and that he was resolved to o

use, and 1 could only perguade him to wait a few days until |
could go with him. e had obtained some money by selling
hislast little picce of property.  Well, we came to New York
without any plans, but by a fortunate cident found a good
hoarding place.  @apa was hopeful and said he wag on the
track of my sister, but [always doubted him.  Hewould stay

had been drinkinw again and lost all ki mones [ bhewged hin

rude music and revelry. Even Hilda ceuld not help remark- |

himself to seck for her. I pleaded with him, but it was of no

at home all day, but o out i the evening < and one night he
did not conie home till moreivg, and then I conld see that he
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not to go away the next evening, but he did, go I follbwed
him, and pursuaded him to oouwghnme. In that way I learned
his haunts, where he went to gamble, and often I have been
in those places at midnight when I could not induce him to
come home earlier. Iam afraid he will never give it up. Oh,

[

father, father, how could you sink so !

Hilda's brave voice was lost in this despairing cry, and she
had no moie time to recover her self-possession ﬁolure the cab
stopped.

IV,

It is the next afternoon,

. On Walter'sbed, in the neat little room off the “library,”
lies old Mr Brand, quietly sleeping. The rattle of the carts
on the a¥enue, and the heavy grinding rumble of the horse-
cars, the screams of the hucksters, the thousand hoarse noises
of the city streets, mingle in a subdued roar that is tempered
by distance and brick walls into a soothing sound,

When Walter entered this quiet room he fcund Hilda sitting
in a low rocking-chair by the bedside.

«Has he become clearly conscious?” he asked her, for Mr
Brand had becn somewhat delirious during the night.

« Yes,” she answered in a whispor; he knew me, and
asked where we were and what had h;\ppcncd.ict seomed to
care very little for these things, only begging Elsie to come to
him."”

Walter started. Was his Elsio the lost duughtor and sister,
the darling of the old man’s heart, for lack of whom his weak
moral nature had broken down? Klsic was not an uncommon
name. It might be unly a coincidence.

¢ Hilda,” he said, quietly, ‘“ what causes your father to
think so strongly that your sister—Elsie did you say her name
was ?—is here in New York § Perhaps he had some clew, which
would help me to look for her. Iam a famous detective.”

«I never could find out, Father once said that the Irish-
woman came here, but afterward he denied that he knew
any thing about it. So I have always thought it was a
haltucination of his, but ene I could never dissipate ;”” and she
sighed wearily.

«Tell me what Eleie looked like,” he asked again, and was
startled by the resemblance she drew of her to the picture of
the little girl he had won from barbarism five years before,
When she spoke of her sweot silvery voice as a marked
characteristic, and dwelt with loving earnestness on the pretty
way in which she sang, he was almost sure of the identity,
and came near blurting out the whole story,

o If Elsie had only lived " (Hilda persisted in thinking her
dead), ¢ papa never would have been led away go, [ ainsure,
It is his despuir.”

“Oh, keep up your courage! It's not 'to late to renew the
gearch. 1 tell youngain [ am famous us a detective.”

The surgeon dropped in before long, and announced Mr,
Brand to be feverish and weak, but that his constitution
seemed to be good,and all the physician’s anxiety was con-
cerning the patient’s habit of moaning and muttering in his
sleep as though he had some sottled grief or perplexity; which
might induce congestion of the brain.

Walter thought it all over. He recalled every incldent
conneeted with Llsie’s historys and recited to himself all that
she had told him of her vague recollections, 1le questioned
Hilda once more as to her sister, and the more he studied the
resemblance in face, form, gnd manner, the more firmly ho
became convinced that his ** little sister” was the lost darlin
isguests. It w.s with mingled sensations that he admittec
Thd with conflicting hopes fhat he resolyed to put it to
the test. If his Elsic was their Elsie, there could be no question
48 to hie duty. But he had been indulging almost paternal
anticipations of her future, and had been allowing his love
for the little waif to grow beyond his record, until now the
prospect of losing her had a bitterness in it akin to the sorrow
afather’s heart would fecl in like circumstances. So his
honest hope that he might be able to reunite the broken
family was in conflict with his selfish yet irrepressible wish
that she might prove, not to be thefr 131sie, but only his.

Doing and thinkiuy thus occupied several dayd, during
which (after the flist) Condon went about his work ag usual,
Mr. Brands wound's healed, and he seemed to grow better
yet his mind remuiucd dreadfully morbid, and he chafe
because his illness prevented him from pearching » for, ‘his
daughter. All knew what his searching would amount to;
yet perhaps he did have an idea of her true fate, or he never
would have mired body and soul in the slums of the Fourth
Ward. At last the surgcon positively declared to Condon
that unless the patient ceased fretting he would speedily die

That same c¢vening Waiter called Hilda cheerily to come
into the library, and when shie had presented herself, with a
puzzled air, he sald, “von are looking well to-night, Miss
Brand ; I'think you are bearing your burden heroically.”

O am surrounded by so much kindness,” she answered,
with the brightest smile he had seen for many a day, ‘““that |
should be very upgratoful to et my tronhles annoy any one,
[ really do feel nore courazeons thon Edid, But why do ycn
wk 1

“CBecause,” he said, W
before I told you something

«Oh, i it bad news “—or —or—have you found out anything

nted to be sure of your nerves

about Elsie '

CYes,” he angwered, so cmposedly that she bocame calm
a'so, * [ have found a cluc - ot Ol who thinks the can tell
youabout your sister ;i it this person is right hisie is alive
and happy.”

Hilda did not speak.  She -at down before him, her dolicate
hands clusped upon her lap, listening with rapt attention to
his words, her tace rippins aith o new cight, full of a tender
beauty and swectness.

s You nave heard what Dr. Gaines fears Time, then, is8
w | shall want you to go up the

precious. Now tomorrn

| Tiudson a litt!e way with me and sce this person. We will be
| back in the afternoon, ek can leave your father guite -mf(ﬁ‘)'
| You can decide better than I whether this youny lady really
:‘ knows Elsie, or whether 1Ui8 suine one ¢ Is¢ whe hag in wind.”
| ofeourse Ewill w0, b waid eagerly, I you th hlf. |
wn be spared, Pt tell me hiow did yon find thiy person”’
‘l CYou shall kaow toone rrow.”
‘ The next morning wiad warli s baliny  oue of thuse
[ varlicst spring day s that sometiznes o low the Bercest stonug,
sugwestitg to every heat anto which the sap of nature can
creep that the dght and jos andd fullnes f wummer approach,
| IThe oty streets were al to thig gentle intluence a8 well am
| the contry Fures Claldren crept in the sun ; gratdfathers
prarchicd out te the fatoof garden bLehiud the broan-stone
. =4
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