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CHAPTER 1.
N the bustling stores of Angers & Son, the ni-bon couner, so lately the storm centre of athrong of struggling shoppers, was slowly resum-ing its normal aspect. The shimmering piles ofribbons wbich had collapsed under the onsiauglit offrcnzied women were being deftly rebuilt by theweary clerks. Order was emerging out of chaos,and something like neatness reigned once more inthe glass cases and on the open shelves. In a word,the Bargain Sale was over, for the day.
It had not been an ordinary, one-day-a-week Bar-gain Sale-far f romt it. The clerks, standing knee-dcep in paper front the unwound bolts of ribbon,were proof enough of its exce9tional nature.

GREAT SEMI-ANNUAL SALE.
SACRIFICE 0F ALL RIBBONS WITHOUT

RESERVE.
EVERYTIIING SLAUGHTEREDI1

o to 5 DAII.Y.

This had been the announcement of the band-bills, and apparently the demand for slaughtered rîb-bons bad been bloodthirsty, for now the clerks wercstraightening up, knee-deep, so to speak, in corpses
of the slain.

"My 1 But I'm tired 1 Say, don't somte of themgive you a pain?" asked Miss Eden winding baby
ribbon.

"Who ?" Miss Twiss paused in hier winding ofpyramids to milile a yawn.
"Those bargain womnen! Their eyes-horrid 1""Gracious! I have no time to watcb their eyes.It takes me ahl my time to watch their hands. Didyou sec the gay one in green try to sneak a boIt outof the ffty-cent division? Pretty nearly did it.too. Oh, Miss Brown, while you are up that ste;>would you mnd banding me down that top box?"Miss Brown obligingly handed down the box."AIl their eyes look alike," went on Miss Eden."Greedy-1 should say I They make me sick."
Miss Twiss yawned again. "I've enougli to makeme sick wit'hout bothering about eyes," she began,then as a blated but imýPatient customer tappedsbarply upon the glass, ' No, madam, I am sorryThe ribbon sale was fromnt nne tilI five. This nib-bon is now seventy-fivc cents a yard. My, didn'tshe look mad," she added, as the disappointed one

moved away.*
The other clerks giggled. They were tired, someof themt to the verge of exhaustion, but they wereso used to the sensation that it left their general in-terest in life quite unimpaired. Miss Brown, whowas a new grl, looked blue about the lips, and onceshe saidOh, if I could only sit down 1" emphasiz-

ing the dow» despairingly.
"Well, you can't," said Miss Twiss. "And don'tslouch your shoulders. Straigliten up! Here comes

Sippers'"
Slippers, otherwise Mr. Harcourt Flynn, thefloorwalker, had the reputation of not standing anynonsense. He considered slouched shoulders non-sense; girls behind a ribbon counter shouild bestraight and aIert. T2erefore, as fie passed, ail thegirls' shouldcrs mniraculously straightened and theybecamne very alert indeed.t"î4And yet hie isn't a bad sort, really," whispereclMss Twiss, reflectively. "Hie acts like that for thesanie reason that he waxes bis tmoustac-he: thinks hieneeds it in his business.

"Miss Twiss 1"t
Miss Twiss jumnped, for she had not noticed thatsMr. Flynn had paused beside ber, and his voice was sstern, unmistakeably the voice of one wbo has dis-ccovered sortie nonsense. and will not tolerate îtIl"Miss Twiss, why is this baby carniage hert?" IMis-. Twiss leaned over the wide counter."Wbhy, t's a go-cant 1" she said stupidly. t
"'Why is this--cr-go-cart bere ?"f'l dîdn't know that it was there, Mr. Flynn. Ttis so small that I did not sec it. What a tiny one 1""It's size," said Mn. Flynn, "is not important.Why ii it bere? 1 tbink thîsis kyour departmcnt,

Miss Twiss ?"
Miss Twiss flushed, "Did acy of you girls seca lady Icave this go-cat?" she demanded of bersubordinates.
Tbree of the girls shook their heads with decc-i-Sion, but Miss Brown. the new girl, scemed to hesi- ctate. 

f"Do youi know anything about this, Miss Brown ?" et"Yes, I saw the woman leave it," she admitted, hadding "I did not kniow that It was not permitted."Tht floor-walker frowned.' There had certainîy abeen some nonsense litre! He pulled ont end of whis waxcd moustache sevcrely.
"I think this is your departmient. Miss Twiss," t'bce conitinuted witb elaborate sarcasm. "Miss Brown Io

is new, 1 believe, but apparently she bas not beeninstructed in ber duties. This go-cart--"
The go-cart, finding itself the centre of intcrcst,seemed suddenly to wake up. A feeble wail issuedf rom it. Mr. Flynn steppcd back so hastily that thegirls tittered. Tbis was lese moleste, and the man-ner of the floorwalker became more awe-înspiring

tban ever. He consulted bis watch.
"«It îs now," be remarked, "just live minutes offclosing tint. Miss Twiss, you might ask Miss Brownat what time this go-cart was left bere.""At two o'clock," answered tht ncw girl, speak-ing for berself. 1I noticed a woman leave it, butthen the rush hegan, and I forgot about it. It isscreened, as you see, hetween the two counters. j1naturally supposed that she bad taken it away

again."
Mr. Flynn glanced once more at bis watcb."'What Miss Brown supposes is not material, MissTwiss. I need hardly point ont that it was yourduty to have informed ber of tbe rules. Youngladies, it is not necessary for me t0 tell you wbatthe presence of this go-cart means,"I His tone wasfrigidly polite, but they alI f cît that soeneone badbeen guilty of nonsense, and tbat be wasn't goingto stand it
"It means desertion, I suppose," said Miss Twiss.She knew in lier heart that it meant -ilso dismissalfor ber, or at least flie losing of ber place as headof flic rilbon couniter.
"Exactly; you will at once report tlic natter attht office."
Mr. Flynn replaced bis watch. Miss Twissbowed. She knew wbat reporting at the officemeant, but she bad ber pride, and would have gonewîthout a word had not Miss Brown interposedwitb an excited question.
"Wbat will they do? Where will they take it?"She asked of tht floorwalker. Tht majesty of Mr.Flynn was surprised at the question, but be answcr-ed as -befltted bis dignity.
'Don't know, Pmni ure. Tbat's hardly in mydepartment."
"They'll take it to tbe police station, of course,"voluteered Miss Eden.

O"To tbe police station-that litfle mite of a baby?Oh"' wit a sudden impulme, "I don't think tbey needdo that! 1 will-I mean, I tbink I know who lefttbe baby. Sbe didn't intend to desert if. She-Iltake it home to ber myself."
Mr. Flynn was surprised. H1e was also suspici-ons, but above aIl, lie was desinous of baving tb.ingsgo smootbly in bis depantment, and this seemed aneasy way onf of an awkward situation. Hle lookedfor a moment at Miss Brown's tluslied cbeeks (lierlips were not Nlue now) and shrugged bis shoulders.Then as the clang of the closing bell rang flirouglithe store, he g~ave bis verdict.
"Very well, Miss Twiss, as Miss Brown iswilling to take the responsibility of returning this-er-go-cart, you need not report flic natter at tbeoffice. Sec that it dots not occur again."He moved away, and flie girls in a sudden flutterbegan bastily to spread their dust cloflis over therecvnstructed pyracnids. T'hcy looked at Miss Brownout of tht corners of tbeir eyes. Had sbe flot beena new girl, tbey would have descended upon ber ini anavalanche of quesfîoning, but riblion counters bavetheir efiquetfe, and tbe young ladies felt tbat tlieydid not kcnow Miss Brown wcl mtough f0 questionber. Tliey felt qUite at liberty to show their dis-approval of tlic mystery, howevcr, by a certainaloofness of mannen sbown in tbe flirt witb whicbthey spread thein dust cloflis and extricated tbeirskirts f rom flie enfangling corpses of flie slauglifersale, Miss Brown, stili rosy witb suppressed ex-citement, voluinteered no information. She spreadber dust clotbs napidly, and burried away f0. put onber coat and bat.

Whien she had gone tbe girls gathcred aroundtbe tiny go-cart, and a chorus of exlamations brokef orth.
"Oh, what a lifle one 1"
"If must be starvcd !"
"Wbatever did Browny tell that lie for?"
"Wbaf do you Suppose she is going to do 1wif b if?",
"You don't suppose she really knew"
"Rush!1litre ~s.îsI
Miss Brown came hurnicdly up, and for flie first:ime, peeped under the liff le black cover of tbe go-cart. She appeared to do somnefhing for tbe con-fort of its innrafe, for the tiny fhread of wailingceased. When she looked up there were tears in cher nice blue cyes.s
"Girls,' she said, as if upon impulse. 'I may sas well tell you-I 'don't know a fhung about the awoman. I saw bler wben she wheelcd the go-cant up t-and IlI neyer forget ber face. It was such anp1191Y face. It was like-well, if was jusf ugly. Shanooked poor and lialf-sfarved f .ors he meant -a

1 to le a v e th e b a b y ! L o k a if e y s t l a s b n
sttn.ge in gut*Iust couldn't let if go f0 the policestaio. Im ong to fake it home with me."1 The girls, aIl friendly no, gatberedd doser."Oh, say 1"

"H-ow spunky' of you 1"
"WeIl, I declare 1""But," said Miss Twiss. "Can you-e."Yes, I can, somiehow. You know my sister isalways at home. She is blind and very lonely. Thisw Il be jusf what he needs 0f course I would lieafraid to risk it if I had Only wbat I can earn, butwe bave a little. We get along quite nicely." Shelaid bier hand in its Cotton glove resoluteîy upon thebandIt of tht go-cant
Little Miss E-den Pushed lierseif to tht front offlic group,
"Oh, Browny," sbe said, "I tbink you're great!And say-can't we aIl help? May wc caîl and secit? Why can't we bave a departmentaî baby?
"Rush !" iiiferrupted Miss Twïss. "You'lli giveif away if you talk so loud! Look, litre cornesSlippers !"

CLiAPTER IL.

AT the finie of the ribbon sale, made memorablebytefinding of the baby, flic great depart-mental stores of Angers & Son occupiled onesolid block of the best business property in theCity. Tbree sides of thtelblock werc lined witb plateglass windows, displaying everything froin a sauce-pan to a Paris gown; tbe fourtli side was lined witbdelivery autos, ecd beanîng tht simple legend,"Angers & Son." .Ttht samne naine was carved i0 thtst ont over tht main entrance and stamped upon everybit of paper and every bag or box in tlie greatstores, and yet, as a natter of fact, Angers did notexîst, neiflier was there any sucli person as Angers'son.
Once. there bail been both Angerns and bîs son,and tbey bad owned the stores and piltd'up thewealtb ît made for flien. But it is Just tht saint:ùld commentany upon life that tht store should liethere, a firm and strong realiywiîbobA esand bis son were mnemonres. AIl that rinained ofthein was thein naine, and that renained becatise iiwas an asset.' None knew .iust wbo sod b hntht naine of Angers & Son-that 9 sfoodbsa npeople who were Most concerned did not know. Thteclerks in tht store did not know, tht floorwaîktrs,tht managers of departmnents, tht buycrs, the super-intendents, did not know. To flhern al, there wasno hîgber up than Mn. Davies the fieraI manager.If Mn. Davies knew, hiedid'no ellHelwyspoke of the "higber up" as "tht Board"$; f romwbicb everyone gucssed that Angers & Son wasrea IV a syndicate; and guesstd wrongîy.1hene 18 no reason why tht readrîol tbie taken into tht secret, b der tho uld notthat Mr. dam Torrncehelrl Angers & Son inthe bollow of bis hand. Mn. Adam Torrance hadbeen a ricli man before bie bad bouglit out tht storesfroin the trustees of fthe Anigers estate; lie was nowa very rioli man, even in a City of ricli men, and wasdaily becoming nricher, lHe was young, itofso ricli, only thirty-four..almost a boy! JIfothtestores bad kiiown about him they -would, bave beendelighf cd, If is certainîy mort pleasantole wdbv a young and fine-looking proprie ttot ontdyBo. ardwic' w'ho is middltaged and ugly, and aBoard w i s Sîmply nothing at aIll u tthe olddays there was a legend that Angers & Son badsometimes inseécfed 'tht stores pensonalîy; badknontthas of dep artmcnf s by naine and beenacquainted wit h tht superinfendents but noue remem-hered whether these tbings were so. Certainîy,nDavies knew evtryone and everyfhîng, and'biseyes were everywhere, but Mn. Davies was simpîy anemployt, af the licad of oflier employes; and as fortht "Board," if seened fo bave neither tyes noncars non any real existence. Ont could flot, for in-stance, ste if driving a four-in-hanr o r speeding amofor car and say, "Ste, there gots tht Boss!"lonpoint to ifs pala.tial residence and rn ark careltss-[y, "The old man. dots fhings in style, eh?" Butthiese, and many smilar pleasunes bh tre ihhave bad if they bad 0111Y known about Mn. AdainTote 

stoes ngli
The orrnce resden e aonewould bave fur-nihda mine of inexhaustibît infcrest for flicstorts if a jsiibeProa connection could haveeen establisheri The feudal spiit is alive in mianyof us yet, and aithougli we would feel if mean-piritcd to acknowltdgt if, tht man f0 whom wegpve our service isflot quiteý as other men.iH aIsal w y s e a l i t l e m o r e o r a l î f ft les . A f e ie lu sbhere are only a few hundred years betwcen fliecasant gazing upon the casf le f bis over-lord wif hfeelings Of loYalty or envy acconding to bis naturend fli c clrk passing by tht modern palace of bis


