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SYNOPSIS 0F PRIeCEDING CHAPT£RS.
An infant is deserted by a woman wbo leaves it in

the store of Angers and Son. It is adopted by Celia Brown,
who takes it home te "The House of Windows." The chîld
ls given the name of Christine Blrown. Some tinie before
the desertîon, Adanm Torrance, the real owner of Angers
and Son, has bis only cild kidnapped. 0f this occurrence
Cela ls ignorant. Adam Torrance hears that bis child bas
died. His wife aiso dies, and he lives abroad. Sixteen
years pose and Christine continues to live witb Celieanmd
ber blind sister, Ada. Celia le in financial distreas and
Christine determines to pl o position of 'reader» to
Miss Torrance. Mark Wearebam, uephew of the latter, fol-
lows the unsuccessful Christine, and contrives to make her
acquaintance. Adanm Torrance, who bas returned to the
city, sends Mark, his nephew, out te British Columbia.
Christine secures s position in "the Stores." Christine is
followcd by a sinister.looking old beggar womnan, aud is
furtber annoyed by tbe attentions of Glilbert Van Slyke. The
woman, wbose daugter's employnxcnt in "the Stores" long
ago, bad led to moral disaster, is detcrmined te wreak
vengeance on Christine, whom sbhad stolen. Adsm Tor-
rance visite "The House of Windows" in ordcr to relieve
the iters' distress.

RE yoti ail alone ?" hc asked
Ada. "Have you - no
brothe?

She shook ber bead. "No,"
she said, "but there is

'i~ Tommy. H1e je like a
brother. lie is sucb an old
friend-"

"My godfather," explained
Chiristine. "He does every-

S thing utipleasant for us, secs
S the plumber when the bih iîs

too large, and secs that the
coal man sends us decent
coal. There are tîmes" she

remarked thougbtfully, "wheii one really needs a
Mati.,

Adam Torrance laughed.
"You increase my respect for my sex imnmensely,"

he told ber.
"Oh,,Tommny dues much 'more than that," said

Ada, quick in defence. "Hc belps us in every way.
It je he who keeps up my gardeti. No one cisc
would bother, If you will corne to the widow you
will scecwhat he cati do."

To Christitie's consternation their visitor at once
crossed to the wvindow. With a proud air Ada drew
back the curtain. "lIt le tiot at its best nlow," she
said, "you sbould sce it wben the roses are out."
- Adam Torratice lookýed out eagerly and caugbt
back an exclamation! T'le titi catis and the waste
paper looked even worse than usual to-day. A
starved cat sat on the broken fetice. An ugly dog
worried an unhealthy-lookitig botie.

Christine laid a tirnid hand uipoti bis arm. "It
ie Ada's; garden," she said slowly. There was cen-
treay in ber look.

"It--it ie remarkable! said Mr. Torrance.
Ada dropped the curtain silitig. "One ia natur-

ally surprised to see it in su busy a street," she said.
"But," lie floundered, "don't you-do you tiever

walk in it ?"
"Oh, nuo!" she answercd. "It is closed. No one

is allowed there. But that doce not matter. I cari
imagine it aIl su well. No doubt it would bie iotb-
îing but a wilderness if it were not for Tommny."

"No doubt," said Adam Torrance. In bis heart
be fouind bimiself feeling a curions envy of Tommy.
The making of Ada's garden %vas an achievement of
wbich any man might be proud. And this fellow
appeared to be something of a gentleman. How
old migbt bce be? be wondered. If he were Chris-
tine's godfather he was probably old. Nevcrthelese
curiusity pricked bim. "I woider," be remarked
casually, "if I happen to kniow your f riend. You
said bis namne was-"

"Mr, Buirns," said Christine. There was a
dimple of mischief in ber cheeks. "No, I do not
thiik tbat you know cacb other. He left the Stores
years agu. 1He la now managing a departmnent in
Brindley's Booksbop."

Here was another blow. H1e, Adam Torrance,
bad been guiltY Of feeling enviously toward a clerk
-- where was this thing going to end?

"You amaze me," bc said. "I would have tbouigbt
that a man capable of-er--tbinking out-euch a
gardeui wouild be possessed (if some imagination."

"Oh, be is a poet, too," said Christine carelessly.
"Hc bas simply -piles of imagination."

"Then why le bc in a bookshop?"
"Why shouldn't be bc? The girl's voice was

puzzled. "He neyer neglects bis work to write
poetry. And be loves books."

"Oh, Tomnmy le very clever," added Ada earn-

estly. "Mr. Brindley simply could nut get along
witbout him-must you go ?"

"I amn afraid I must." He felt if be stayed mucb'
longer he would begin seriously to doubt the
stabiity of his scbeme of things. "For once in rny
life I am a busy mati. I amn, as you know, inves-
tigating the stattt of things in the Stores. Perbaps
you will allow me to caîl again wben Miss Celia
is better. As it is, you bave given me many tbings
to think about." Again bc took tbe amaîl band she
extended to bim and again it seemied to change
miraculously f rom the band of 'Miss Brown inito
the band of some delectable princee;s. Ilc bowed
over it as a courtier might bave donc.

Upon the stairs it was already growing dark,
atid Christine, mindful of tbc third step f rom the
top, ligbted the lamp and held it so tbat hie might
not have to fuel bis way. When safuly past the
pitfall be looked back, laughingly, tu, thank her,
but the laugh died on bis lips. He put out a blind
banid grasping tbe greasy bannister, for it seemed
that he was at home, in the old borne of bis early
youtb, and it was Mona wbo stood there lookitig
down upon birn from the dim stair with the lamp-
ligbt like an aureole round ber hcad.

"Good-bye," called Christinie cbecrily. The
vision fadud, and be stood alone upon the dark
landing.'

CHAPTER XIX.

Twsgettitig oti for supper time ini Brook Street
when Adam Torrance came slowly out of the
House of Windows. Ati aroma of frying fish

was ini the air. Tbrougb a dirty window, from
whicb tbe draggled curtain bad been jerked aside,
bc could sec the table destined to receive this dcli-
cacy; its cloth, white once, was soiled and stained,
its edges were ragged, its sprawlitig crockery ugly
and cbippedT. Mr. Torratice had not seen such a
table for many years, indeed bu had almnost for-
gotten thiat sucb borrors cxistcd. A vision of bis
own beautiful ditiitg-roorn came to birn, atid, ming-
lingz with it, pictures of ail the dining-rooms to
whicb he was accustomud, thecir soft light, their pic-
turcs, their polisbed tables, their sbining glass and
silver anid porcelini, their sof t masses of flowers,
the siletit tendance, the delicate food. A sense of
atigry shock went tbrougb bim, What was Provi-
dence thinking about? Wtbat did Uc mean by
allowing people to live in places like this, to cat f rom
tables; like that, to bu part and parcel, in fact, of
Brook Street, and everytbing whlcb Brook Street
stood for?

As be tood there a little cbild came up to stare
at hlm, and tben another and anotber. They seened
to ris" ont of the ground and their sole biusiness in
life qeerned to be staring. Mr. Torrance was irre-
gistibly compelled to returti the stare and wbat he
saw surprised hlm not a littie, These cbildren Who
lived huere and ate f ricd berring were just like any
other children. Tbey were dirtier and more ragged,
but for the rest they were just little plump, round-
faced children with childisb cyce.

"Going in to supper, kiddics ?" le askcd casu-
ally, buttoning hie glove.

The starers did not suemn interested in supper.
"Say, are you the docto)r?" asked one ittle fellow
curiously.

"I said be ain't," sang out another. "I told you
be's the preacher.»,

"Weil, be ain't," ecboed a third. HIe's a under-.
taker, Look at bis gloves'

This seemed conclusive. They al looked at bis
gloves.

"I'm af raid you are ail wrong," sald Torrance,
laughlng. "I'm the ice cream man. Tbat's what I

How the eager e ye ecarched bis face. "Ah,
what's yer givin' us?" said one sceptically.

"I keep my ice cream in a store at the corner,"
said the ice creamn man. "You'd better rutn and
get some before ît's ail gone."

But tbey werc not going to take a big tbing like
this on trust. Before lic knew it two dirty littie
bande were slipped in bis anid the remnainder of the
escort lined up behind.

"You come too," said thec spokesman. "They
woni't give us nothin' unilees they secs you.,

"You surprise me," he said gravely, "I did niot
know that the scePticism of the agewsa i.,
the lue creamn business."geWsactg

"Cari we get tlhe pink kind?" inquircd the spokes-
mnan.

"Certainly. If I bave any pink kind left, 1
think I have some left," b. added qukckly.

The uscort gave a faint "Hooray !" quickly
cbcckud. Tbey extcred the store at the corner ingood order. Not for worlds would tbey bave im-pcrilcd their promiscd treat by want of ducorum.

" We bave cumu for ice cream," said thuir con-ductor. "The Pink kitid."
"Five or tun-cent disb ?" asked the waitressbrîskly.
A dozen cager neck.s crancd forward.
"Ten-cent, of coutrsr!" said the ice cruam mati.A long sigb of cOntentment paesed around thecircle. 11le was a really icu crearn mati after ail.
Mr. Turrance's last sight of Brook Street was adingy ice crcam parlor crowded witb happy cblidrenand presided over by a. bard-f accd womnan, who,for once, secmed strangely hurnan and tnt abovethe extravagance of putting an extra Peak uponthose gloriously pink ten-centere,

to mci ia wn ýianifest superiormty in the scbemeof creatiun. 'Nice littIe kiddics," be thouglit comi-fortably, as bic swq ig himself on a car and, cbuck-linig a littIe, be einoved the now soileéd glovea oftlic 'iiudertaker,"

-In the quiet of blis library hetliouglut of iagaini, and again lie cbuckled, wýonder'rng wbat arwould haive said liad he been there to see, Mark-.Mark was alinoat a chld Jimself. A cblld lnglngfor something whicb be cosld not bave-that waswliy bu liad been sent away, With an impulse oflonclinese le rang the bell and askcd if there wereany lettera.
"No,,,sir," amswered the correct Benson, "That18 to say,,yes, sir-tlice la this, sir. Tt did not corneby the reguilar mail, -sir.,,
"This" was anl object uipon whlch any wcll-regu-lated servant miglit look witb sçorn. Tt was anenvelope of sorts, but so dirty, s0 dog-eared and suscrawled uipon that une did not Wonder that thc'fregular mail" had scurned to~ deliver it. Lyingulpon its silver salver it looked like a very badjuke or-a message f rom tlie fates.
Mr. Torrance regarded if witb diafavor. Tt wasa beggingz letter, of course,' and as such was not bisaffair. "Give it to Mr, Joncs. Tel! lM to attendf0 if."1
But Mcr. Joncs, it appears, had attended f0tot1heregular mrail and hac! then goue out. There wasnotbrng for it but to open thc unsavoy commnuni-cation bimself Or to wait uintfi Mr. Joncs sbouldreturri. Ordinarily, bu would Most certainîy havewaited, would bave thougbt, indccd, nu more aboutif, but thc influene fteatronwr tjafrongîy with hlm. 5  

ftcatronwr tl
Strangcîy enougb, le bad nu p)remotiflîon of hor-ror, nu forcbodinig of ariy sorabuikeupe

Soiled ting lying on thc salver. W7e cati that sixfbsensu wAhzcb sometirnes gives us warnling of theapproadli of great or terrible things "sýtrange." But15 it not far straniger that these tfinges bouîd stealuipon Us lunawares? l18ifnot mr avlostatheir stet, should mremrvllu taalde? lait nt hesiletit, their aIPProach unher-
a mani rnay stand ain the future, head up and
moments,'- a few ,rticks of thec dock, la somne un-dreamed..of bluw,, of fate whicb will brinig bis lifea clattering riin about bis feet.

Aanirrn ce o0 c I olc ctrwtrather tired smi e u thl
in he barttha li wa rea cumfortaîîe feelingln bs lcar tht b wa relly doing his duty atlast- No0 more shirking of Uripîcasatf things, nomore passing overo eNo~untl b be ofrePunsIbiitY to Mr- Joncs.Notlinil e ad the singleaet of paper whichthe envelope conitaired spread carefutlly out beneatlibis reading larrir did tIc first dimw nngsudThen sumne instincta tebck o lm anise l ndbrain seerned tu ofatitsc baf-satisfl'ed

0 segrpr. "Tnan re is trouble here," iftlawkc, Ilshart es "sense of lurking dangerge, bis brt ganto beat more rapidly Dnts warning el lie te nwar.d oitrbu


