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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

An infant is deserted by a woman who leaves it in
the store of Angers and Son. It is adopted by Celia Brown,
who takes it home to “The House 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 only child kidnapped. Of this occurrence
Celia is ignorant. Adam Torrance hears that his child has
died. His wife also dies, and he lives abroad. Sixteen
years pass and Christine continues to live with Celia and
her blind sister, Ada. Celia is in financial distress and
Christine determines to apply for position of ‘reader” to
Miss Torrance. Mark Wareham, nephew of the latter, fol-
lows the unsuccessful Christine, and contrives to make her
acquaintance. Adam Torrance, who has returned to the
city, sends Mark, his nephew, out to British Columbia.
Christine secures a position in “the Stores.” Christine is
followed by a sinister-looking old beggar woman, and is
further annoyed by the attentions of Gilbert Van Slyke. The
woman, whose daughter’s employment in “the Stores’” long
ago, had led to moral disaster, is determined to wreak
vengeance on Christine, whom she had stolen. Adam Tor-
rance visits “The House of Windows” in order to relieve
the sisters’ distress.

[RE you all alone?” he asked
Ada. “Have you — no
brother?”

She shook her head. “No,”
she said, “but there is
Tommy, He is like a
brother. He is such an old
friend—"

“My godfather,” explained
Christine. “He does every-
thing unpleasant for us, sees
the plumber when the bill is
too large, and sees that the
coal man sends us decent
coal. There are times,” she
remarked thoughtfully, “when one really needs a
man.”

Adam Torrance laughed.

“You increase my respect for my sex immensely,”
he told her. :

“Oh,.Tommy does much more than that,” said
Ada, quick in defence. “He helps us in_every way.
It is he who keeps up my garden. No one else
would bother, If you will come to the window you
will see what he can do.” e

To Christine’s consternation their visitor at once
crossed to the window. With a proud air Ada drew
back the curtain. “It is not at its best now,” she
said, “you should see it when the roses are out.”
- Adam Torrance looked out eagerly and caught
back an exclamation! The tin cans and the waste
paper looked even worse than usual to-day. A
starved cat sat on the broken fence. An ugly dog
worried an unhealthy-looking bone.

Christine laid a timid hand upon his arm. “It
is Ada’s garden,” she said slowly. There was en-
treaty in her look.

“It--it is remarkable! said Mr. Torrance.

Ada dropped the curtain smiling. “One is natur-
ally surprised to see it in so busy a street,” she said.

“But,” he floundered, “don’t you—do you never
walk in it?”

“Oh, no!” she answered. “It is closed. No one
is allowed there. But that does not matter. I can
imagine it all so well. No doubt it would be noth-
ing but a wilderness if it were not for Tommy.”

“No doubt,” said Adam Torrance. In his heart
he found himself feeling a curious envy of Tommy.
The making of Ada’s garden was an achievement of
which any man might be proud. And this fellow
appeared to be something of a gentleman. How
old might he be? he wondered. If he were Chris-
tine’s godfather he was probably old. Nevertheless
curiosity pricked him. “I wonder,” he remarked
casually, “if I happen to know your friend. You
said his name was——"

“Mr. Burns,” said Christine. There was a
dimple of mischief in her cheeks. “No, I do not
think that you know each other. He left the Stores
years ago. He is now managing a department in
Brindley’s Bookshop.”
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Here was another blow. He, Adam Torrance,
had been guilty of feeling enviously toward a clerk
—_where was this thing going to end?

“You amaze me,” he said. “I would have thought
that a man capable of—er—thinking ou_t—s'uch” a
garden would be possessed of some imagination.

“Oh, he is a poet, too,” said Christine carelessly.
“I{e has simply-piles of imagination.”

“Then why is he in a bookshop?” ;

“Why shouldn’t he be?” The girl's voice was
puzzled. “He never neglects his work to write
poetry. And he loves books.” ¥

“Oh, Tommy is very clever, added Ada earn-
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estly. “Mr. Brindley simply could not get along
without him—must you go?”

“I am afraid I must.” He felt if he stayed much

longer he would begin seriously to doubt the
stability of his scheme of things. “For once in my
life I am a busy man. I am, as you know, inves-
tigating the state of things in the Stores, Perhaps
you will allow me to call again when Miss Celia
is better. As it is, you have given me many things
to think about.” Again he took the small hand she
extended to him and again it seemed to change
miraculously from the hand of Miss Brown into
the hand of some delectable princess. He bowed
over it as a courtier might have done.

Upon the stairs it was already growing dark,
and Christine, mindful of the third step from the
top, lighted the lamp and held it so that he might
not have to feel his way. When safely past the
pitfall he looked back, laughingly, to thank her,
but the laugh died on his lips. He put out a blnd
hand grasping the greasy bannister, for it seemed
that he was at home, in the old home of his early
youth, and it was Mona who stood there looking
down upon him from the dim stair with the lamp-
light like an aureole round her head.

“Good-bye,” called Christine cheerily. The
vision faded, and he stood alone upon the dark
landing.

CHAPTER XIX.

T was getting on for supper time in Brook Street
when Adam Torrance came slowly out of the
House of Windows. An aroma of frying fish

was in the air. Through a dirty window, from
which the draggled curtain had been jerked aside,
he could see the table destined to receive this deli-
cacy; its cloth, white once, was soiled and stained,
its edges were ragged, its sprawling crockery ugly
and chipped. Mr. Torrance had not seen such a
table for many years, indeed he had almost for-
gotten that such horrors existed. A vision of his
own beautiful dining-room came to him, and, ming-
ling with it, pictures of all the dining-rooms to
which he was accustomed, their soft light, their pic-
tures, their polished tables, their shining glass and
silver and porcelain, their soft masses of flowers,
the silent tendance, the delicate food. A sense of
angry shock went through him. What was Provi-
dence thinking about? What did He mean by
allowing people to live in places like this, to eat from
tables like that, to be part and parcel, in fact, of
Brook Street, and everything which Brook Street

stood for?

As he stood there a little child came up to stare
at him, and then another and another. They seemed
to rise out of the ground and their sole business in
life seemed to be staring. Mr. Torrance was irre-
sistibly compelled to return the stare and what he
saw surprised him not a little, These children who
lived here and ate fried herring were just like any
other children. They were dirtier and more ragged,
but for the rest they were just little plump, round-
faced children with childish eyes.

“Going in to supper, kiddies?” he asked casu-
ally, buttoning his glove.

The starers did not seem interested in supper,
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