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SB THB HOim OP iriNOOWS
tlMfe ara M naiiy Bfoiriis thirt te Mems to be a idad ol
oomoMNi-phiiMHj Mme."

*'Yflt,,oloouft0,iiiaCtc»,'*ttamiiiefedToimiij. But
mmOiaw a rMtraiat had falleii upon the table talk, and
pieieiitly Ada rote and went over to the open windoir.
Standing there the Memed icaroely changed at all fitmi
the girl of sixteen years ago. The years had lel^ her
peculiar loveliness almost untouched; with that strange
immunity of the blind she had escaped unscathed.
Although but three yeara younger than Celia, there was
no thread of grey In her dark hair, and her forehead was
as unlined as a child's. Save for a deeper note in her
voke and a^soft seriousness of manner she seemed
carocly okier than the giri Christine. Tommy's eyes
folkmed her with worshipful reverence.

"It begins to feel like autumn," she said. '^Come
and see the garden, Tommy. What a pity that asten
have no perfume I

"

"Ah, but you forget the colours," sakl Tommy in-
«to«tly. "Massed against that green hedge they satisfy
wrthout perfume. They are such big, straight, sturdy
fellowi, flwmting, yet brave. Uhe soMienL*

"Yes," eagerly. '^Go on, Tonmiy. You make me
see it all. TeU me about the goldenn^ in the east
comer." She leaned out over die dream garden mid '

Tommy went on. He told of gi^den-rod and of theWe dahlias and of how the wind had bk>wn some yeUow
leaves, first warning of deKl.fummer, upon the garden
walk; but he kjoked only at |iBr face. For both of them
the garden was real, the weeds and the tin cans did not
exist; he was a gardener and she was a winoess in an
enchanted land.

The other two watched them with woadering^es.
'Doesn't he do it well ?"wiy^>ered<^fistlae. 'l^


